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NO  THANKS! 
ED  RATHER  HAVE 
A LUCKY. 

They’re  easy  on 
my  throat 
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Love  in  a Garden 

or 

PETUNIA  OLD  GRAY 
BONNET 

(Our  Pulitzer  prize  candidate) 

His  name — Rainey. 

Her  name — Ivy. 

R.  Ivy,  I’ve  loved  you  for  a century- 
plant.  It’s  about  thyme  you  were 
marrying  me. 

I.  Geranium  dying  to  marry  you, 
but  poppy  won't  let  me. 

R.  Then  why  not  run  away  with 
me? 

I.  No,  we  cantelope.  Pop's  got  a 
gardenia  house. 

R.  Tell  me  once  more  that  you’re 
jasmine. 

I.  I can’t,  fern  no  longer  do  I love 
you. 

R.  Zinnia  are  in  love  with  that  rich 
Mr.  Holly. 

I.  No,  I would  never  marigold. 
Sh.  If  pop  finds  us,  he’ll  crocus. 

R.  I’m  going  to  take  poison  Ivy. 


I.  Don’t  be  downhearted,  there’s 
phlox  of  other  girls. 

R.  Then  if  we  moss  part,  giv;e  me 
back  my  ring. 

I.  Here,  take  your  shamrock.  Now 
begonia  sap. 

Are  you  an  athlete? 

No.’ 

Are  you  a scholar? 

No. 

I)o  you  rate  all  the  dances? 

No.' 

Are  you  in  any  activities? 

No. 

Is  that  good-looking  car  out  there 
yours? 

No,  why  do  you  ask? 

I was  just  trying  to  figure  out  why 
we  ever  pledged  you. 

Deke  took  his  aunt  out  riding. 
Though  icy  was  the  breeze. 

He  put  her  in  the  rumble  seat 
To  see  his  anti-freeze. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


How  to  make  the  best 
sorority 

1.  Drop  around  at  meal  time  when 
the  girls  are  not  expecting  you. 

2.  Try  dating  the  president’s  boy 
friend. 

3.  Go  to  all  the  rush  dances  and 
make  yourself  the  center  of  attraction. 

4.  High  hat  all  the  girls  to  show  your 
importance. 

5.  Collect  as  many  frat  pins  as 
possible. 

6.  Wear  the  clothes  belonging  to  the 
girls  so  you  can  show  them  you  would 
make  a good  sister. 


Frosh:  “May  I have  an  R.  ().  T.  C. 
uniform?” 

Sergeant:  “How  do  you  want  it— 

too  large  or  too  small?” 

— Ch  icago  Pli  oen  ix . 


The  OLD  LINE  is  swell  to  use  on  a date. 

★ 

Grandmamma  could  read  it  when  no  one  is  looking. 

★ 

Sadie  thinks  the  OLD  LINE’S  good  enough  and  you  agree. 

★ 

Uncle  Lemuel  could  use  it  for  swatting  flies  in  the  grocery  store. 

★ 

The  forgotten  blonde  in  Hagerstown  would  appreciate  the  OLD  LINE. 

★ 

Uncle  Herman  (Scotch)  would  like  it  so  he  wouldn't  have  to  read  all  the  other  magazines.  (We  plagarize 
free  of  charge.) 

★ 

Pop  ought’a  get  the  OLD  LINE  anyway  (and  will). 

★ 

By  golly,  even  the  grads  like  the  OLD  LINE! 

SOOOOOOoooooooooo ! 

We  make  life  happier  for  you  in  giving  this  nice  blank  someone  has  drawn  up  below  for  you  to  send  in  with 
that  $1.50  you’ve  been  hiding.  Remember,  EIGHT  issues  this  vear!  Make  all  family  and  friends  happy  with 
the  OLD  LINE!! 


Business  Manager,  8 Issues  81.50 

OLD  LINE  Magazine,  6 Issues.  1.15 

College  Park,  Maryland.  4 Issues  .75 

2 Issues  .35 

Dear  Sir:  1 Issue  .20 

I have  checked  the  number  of  issues  I wish  to  take  for  1935-1936.  Enclosed  find  check  to  cover  same. 


Name 

Address 

Uim>V,  UMVEBSITV  OF  MAUVUM 


61401 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


Tlie  Last  Word  on  a 
Famous  Controversy 

To  be  or  not  to  be  a Day-Dodger 

(Both  sides  of  the  ease  as  presented  by  champions  of  each) 

I.  WHY  I AM  A DAY-DODGER 

1 . Because  it  is  easier  to  study  at  home. 

2.  Because  t lie  shows,  stores,  etc.,  are  all  more  con- 
venient. 

3.  Because  I prefer  the  girls  in  town  to  those  at  school. 

4.  Because  the  morning  ride  to  school  is  just  the  thing 
for  getting  one  awakened  for  8.20  classes. 

5.  Because  I can't  afford  to  live  at  school. 

II.  WHY  I LIVE  AT  SCHOOL 

1.  Because  it  is  easier  to  study  with  fellows  taking 
similar  courses. 

2.  Because  it  is  away  from  shows,  stores,  etc.,  thus 
affording  less  opportunity  for  spending  money. 

3.  Because  the  girls  at  school  are  much  superior  to  those 
in  town. 

4.  Because  the  morning  walk  up  the  hill  is  just  the  thing 
for  getting  one  awakened  for  8.20  classes. 

5.  Because  the  meals  are  better. 

6.  Because  I live  on  the  Eastern  Shore  and  couldn't 
day-dodge  anyway. 

Sigma  Nu:  “ I passed  by  your  house  yesterday." 

Tri-Delt:  “Thanks.  We  appreciate  it.” 


Johnnie  was  sent  home  from  school,  because  he  was 
scratching  his  nose  with  his  thumb. 


QUESTIONAIRE 

To  be  filled  out  by  Freshmen  Old  Line  aspirants. 
Answer  Yes  or  No. 

1.  Have  you  outgrowm  your  high  school  fondness  for 
puns? 

2.  Are  you  in  touch  with  current  campus  scandal,  and 
can  you  wrrite  up  so  that  it  will  amuse  all  and  yet  offend 
no  one? 

3.  Is  all  your  wTork  strictly  original? 

4.  Can  you  w rite  short  poems,  humorous,  and  yet  correct 
in  rhyme  and  meter? 

5.  Can  you  be  counted  on  for  really  funny  fillers  to  be 
supplied  at  a moment’s  notice? 

6.  Can  you  write  long  feature  articles  and  short  stories, 
timely  and  witty? 

. . . (If  your  answer  is  yes  to  all  these  questions,  tear  this 
sheet  up  and  stay  from  the  Old  Line  office.  We  don't 
want  to  be  bothered  finding  a newT  Editor  to  replace  one 
dead  of  heart  failure.) 

How  many  will  the  patrol  wagon  hold? 

Oh,  about  tw7enty-five  in  a pinch. 

— California  Wampus. 


“That’s  a hot  number,”  said  the  steer,  as  the  glowing 
branding  iron  was  pressed  against  his  tender  flank. 


She:  “My  brother  doesn't  smoke,  swear  or  drink.” 
He:  “Does  he  make  his  own  dresses,  too?” 

— Azure  and  Argent. 


“ Boy,  your  overcoat  is  rather  loud!” 

“Not  when  I put  a muffler  on.” 

— Green  Goat. 


To  live  is  to  learn  those  things  your  mother  warned  you 
against. 


— Punch  Howl. 


“How  are  you  coming  along  with  your  reducing?” 

“ I guess  I must  be  one  of  those  poor  losers.” 

— Purple  Parrot. 


“You  didn’t  do  so  well  with  that  millionaire's  daughter, 

“Terrible.  No  runs,  no  hits,  no  heiress.” 

— Aggievator. 


Producer:  “Now  all  you  do  is  to  dive  off  this  cliff  and 
rescue  the  heroine.” 

Actor:  “But  there  isn't  two  feet  of  water  below.” 
Producer:  “Well,  what  of  it?  You  can't  possibly 

drown.” 


Marooned  with  a Mental  Mummy? 


© P.  Lorillard  Co..  Inc. 


W HEN  a tropical  typhoon  traps  you  on  a desert  isle  with  a muddle- 
minded  cavalier,  don’t  waste  away  waiting  for  the  rescue. 

Relax!  . . . Light  a sunny- smooth  Old  Gold.  Its  mellow  fragrance 
will  soothe  your  nerves  and  turn  your  predicament  into  a paradise. 

ONLY  FINE  OLD  TOBACCO  can  give  that  natural  aruma  and  fragrance  of  Old  Gold  cigarettes 

. . . .TRY  A Smooth  OLD  GOLD 


AT  TRYING  TIMES 


THE  OLD  LINE 
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NEXT  MONTH 

A A That  usual  Homecoming  Issue  so  very  popular 
with  our  beloved  Alumni  (and  families)  will 
include: 

A A A daring  expose  of  Maryland's 

AGRICULTURAL  COLLEGE  by  the  Cam 
did  Cameraman. 

A A A surprise  feature  that  will  shake  the  mortgage 
off  Moral  Hall. 

A A Also  more  Chatter,  more  of  the  Line  of  Least 
Resistance  and — ain't  you  mad — Advertising. 


INDEX  TO  ADVERTISERS 
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24 
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19 
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23 
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6 

Old  Mexico  Inn 

6 
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23 
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24 

Power  Service  Station 

22 
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5 
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19 

Standard  Engraving  Co. 

19 
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6 

Students  Supply  Store 

21 

Terrapin  Inn 

21 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Co. 

Third  Cover 

Varsity  Grill 

24 

Yat  Luck  Palace 

21 

EASY  WAY  TO  STOP  THE  PROFESSOR. 
FROM  TALKING  OVERTIME 


MINUTE  HAND  ON 
CLOCK  (S)  REACHES 
DISMISSAL  TIME 
KNOCKING  CANNON 
ball®  OFF  STAND 
FIRING  GUN  (£) 
WHICH  FRIGHTENS 
MILKMAID  WHO 
DROPS  MILK  PAIL. 
HUNGRY  CAT  (§) 
RUNS  TO  LAP  UP 
MILK  RELEASING 
AXE®  WHICH  CUTS 
ROPE  FREEING 
HOOD  (F)  WHICH 
DROPS  OVER 
PROFESSOR'S  HEAD 
AND  BLINDS  HIM. 
STUDENTS  TAKE 
FEET  OFF  DESKS 
AND  SCRAM 
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...  AND  AN  EASY  WAY  TO  ENJOY  A P\P£ 


PRINCE  ALBERT 
HAS  EXTRA  FLAVOR. 
COMBINED  WITH  MILDNESS. 
WHAT  A SMOKE  ! 


r 


2 OUNCES  OF  PIPE  J0YU 

YES,  SIR.  «T'S  PWNCE 

-mild,  smooth,  crimp-cut 
NEVER  B.TES  THE  TONGUE 

ANO  2 OZ-.N  EVERYTH 

hsssAW1 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


A Very  Dairying  Tale 

CAST 


0.  Leo  Margarine — A villain  and  imposter,  and  yellow 
clear  through. 

Buttercup  Brown — A simple  milkmaid,  with  a peaches- 
and-cream  complexion. 

Bud  Dermilk — A fine  young  bucket;  can  lick  his  weight 
in  wildcats. 

LEO:  Where  are  you  cowing,  my  pretty  milkmaid? 

BUTTER:  Oh,  sir,  I have  lost  my  whey.  Curd  you 
be  so  kine  as  to  direct  me  to  Farmer  Borwn’s? 

LEO:  From  one  look  at  your  pannikin  tell  you're 

Brown’s  daughter,  aren't  you?  Well,  I’ve  come  to  collect 
the  mortgage  from  your  old  man.  If  he  doesn't  pail  take 
the  farm  away. 

BUTTER:  But  fodder  can’t  pay. 

LEO:  Then  you'll  heifer  marry  me. 

BUTTER:  Ah,  sir,  you  are  herd  on  me. 

LEO:  Ah,  my  pet,  be  mine  and  we  shall  have  a cottage 
all  our  own.  Let  the  vision  float  pasturize. 

(Bud  enters,  and  lie’s  milk-can  lots  of  noise.) 

BUD:  Unhand  that  gal,  you  cud,  you  can’t  take  away 
the  cottage  cheese  always  lived  in. 


LEO:  Take  an  udder  guess;  I own  the  mortgage  on  the 
old  homestead. 

BLTD:  Buttercup,  leave  us  for  a moment.  I want  to 
milk  this  gent  a proposition.  Now,  sir,  will  you  stop  this 
villainous  skimming? 

LEO : Never. 

(They  bottle,  but  Bud  is  the  butter  man  and  soon  Leo 
is  creaming  for  mercy.) 

BUD:  I think  cattle  be  a lesson  to  you:  now  go,  you 

separator  be  the  last  time  you  get  off  so  easy. 

(Leo  cowers  before  him  and  then  goats.) 

BI  TTER:  Oh  Bud,  did  Jersey  the  way  he  sneered  at 
you? 

BLTD:  I don’t  think  he'll  butter  us  again  though.  It 
was  a grade  A for  us,  my  love. 

(And  while  they  stand  there  Holstein  each  other’s  hands 
somebody  bulls  the  curtain.) 

— Dink. 


The  Lions  of  the  Campus  Always  Beat  the 
Correct  Path — and  that  is  to  Our  Door! 

In  fact,  to  receive  the  best  tonsorial  tonicity 
there  is  in  town,  you’ll  have  to  stop  by  and  give 
us  a try,  if  you  don’t  already  haunt  the  place! 

THE  OLD  LINE  BARBER  SHOP 

— On  the  Boulevard- 

Irwin  R.  Zeltman,  Mgr. 

“Our  Shear  Artistry  is  Sheer  Artistry ” 


Si.  Senor,  enjoy  the  real  Mexicano 
Dinner  for  Fifty  Centos! 


Chile  Con  Carne  . 

...  i5e 

Enchiladas,  order  of  3 

25 c 

Mexican  Aguacate  Salad 

25  c 

Mexican  Chocolate 

15c 

Hot  Tamales  

25c 

REAL  MEXICAN  DINNER 

. 50  ff 

Orders  to  take  out;  fine  service;  give  yourself  a try! 

OLD  MEXICO  INN 

Stop  in  Hvattsville  at  914  Baltimore  Boulevard 


TAILORS  CLEANERS  AND  DYERS 

STATELAND’S 

COLLEGE  AVENUE  NEAR  BOULEVARD 

(Phone  Berwyn  312) 

SOLICITS  YOUR  PATRONAGE 
Agents 

Yale  Laundry 


For  U of  M 

BELTS  r RINGS  t JEWELRY 

by 

JENKINS 

See  Bill  Johnson,  303  A 
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....  Sun  Baked  Culture 

THE  reopening  of  school  finds  us  in  a whimsical  and 
bunyanesque  mood  meditating  the  close  analogy 
between  a college  course  and  a seaside  summer  colony. 
For  a college  education  is  a four  year  period  spent  at  a 
summer  resort  on  the  shores  of  the  Sea  of  Knowledge. 
Most  visitors  at  this  resort  content  themselves  with 
basking  in  the  Sun  of  Social  Life,  acquiring  the  Tan  of 
Friendship  that,  in  most  cases,  fades  away  with  the  winter 
months.  The  majority  of  these  visitors  are  satisfied  with 
a few  dips  in  the  ocean,  dips  made  under  the  threat  of 
banishment.  But  the  water  is  cold,  and  it  is  with  the 
utmost  speed,  that  they  return  to  the  sand  and  sun. 

Some  do  not  enter  the  water  at  all,  and  a few  venturous 
souls  swim  out  so  far  or  stay  in  so  long  that,  seized  with  the 
Cramps  of  Pedantry,  they  vanish  beneath  the  surface. 
But  some  chosen  and  hardy  souls  are  able  to  divide  their 
time  in  correct  proportion  between  the  Breakers  of  Learn- 
ing and  Society  Beach.  It  is  these  few  who  are  able  to 
leave  College  Resort  with  that  rare  form  of  health  known 
as  Culture. 

....  But  Nothing  Ever  Happens 

FOR  the  soul  is  dead  that  slumbers,  and  things  are  not 
what  they  seem,”  wrote  Longfellow,  and  never,  he 
might  have  added,  what  we  expect  them  to  be.  Wasn’t  it 
just  about  a month  ago  that  we  were  looking  forward  with 
actual  anticipation  to  the  reopening  of  school,  figuring  how 
everything  was  going  to  be  so  different  from  previous 
years?  And  wasn’t  just  about  a week  after  that  when  we 
were  rudely  awakened  to  the  fact  that  everything  was  just 
about  the  same  as  before,  that  nothing  had  changed? 

One  year  of  school  differs  very  little  from  any  other. 
The  co-eds — and  the  boys — have  the  same  lines  as  before: 
the  Freshman  girls,  heralded  by  the  early  arrivers,  as  the 
best  ever,  prove  on  inspection  to  be  no  better  and  no  worse 


than  the  upper  class  girls;  vows  concerning  much  studying 
and  good  marks  for  once  are  forgotten  almost  as  soon  as 
they  are  made;  the  Freshmen,  cowed  into  submission  at 
first,  find  that  the  Sophomores  are  only — Sophomores. 
For  changes  in  campus  topography  and  the  enactment  of 
new  rules  and  regulations  by  the  Administration  alter  the 
student  but  little,  and  the  only  difference  between  the 
Class  of  ’39  and  the  Class  of  ’09  lies  in  the  particular  style 
of  clothes  affected  by  each. 

....  Same  Old  Dbk.  Dribble 

SITTING  in  the  Publications  Office,  writing  on  clean 
copy  paper,  and  marvelling  at  the  now  dustless  office 
furniture,  we  have  begun  to  wonder  just  what  The  Diamond- 
hack  is  going  to  do  when  they  run  short  of  editorial  copy, 
now  that  the  road  to  the  parking  lot  has  been  surfaced. 
For  it  has  ever  been  the  unalterable  policy  of  our  eminent 
colleagues  on  “College  Park’s  Best  Weekly”  that,  when- 
ever the  lack  of  school  spirit  had  been  lamented  and  the 
fraternities  dealt  another  vital  blow,  the  old  battle-cry 
“Pave  The  Road  To  The  Parking  Lot”  was  to  be  sounded 
again.  Once  under  way,  this  campaign  never  failed  to 
bring  the  student  body  wholeheartedly  behind  the  paper, 
and  for  a week  or  two  the  editorial  staff  could  take  things 
easily,  and  perhaps  even  do  a little  studying. 

So  it  is  in  a spirit  of  friendly  cooperation  that  we  are 
offering  the  following  suggestions  for  The  Diamondbaclc 
campaigns  for  the  coming  year:  the  placing  of  cushions  on 
the  Library  steps,  repair  of  the  damaged  “E”  atop  the 
stadium  entrance,  installation  of  more  ashcans  in  the 
Library  basement  and  chairs  in  the  corridors  outside  each 
Dean’s  office,  nickel  phone  calls  to  Washington  and  more 
romantic  uniforms  for  the  R.O.T.C.  But,  proud  though 
we  are  of  these  suggestions,  we  fear  that  none  of  them  has 
the  appeal  of  the  old  standby.  And  where,  may  we  ask. 
can  now  be  found  the  proper  atmosphere  for  writing  the 
various  “dirt”  columns,  when  the  only  things  that  settle 
on  editorial  desks  these  days  are  Freshman  girls? 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


One  thing  about  “rushing” — the 
back  slapping  doesn’t  stop  after  the 
boys  are  pledged.  It  just  moves 
farther  down. 

— Texas  Ranger. 


In  these  parlous  times  college  gradu- 
ates are  returning  to  their  Alma  Maters 
for  further  study.  They  realize  that 
half  a loaf  is  better  than  no  loaf  at  all. 

— Chappard. 


Heard  during  rushing 

Isn’t  she  cute? 

Her  father  has  plenty  of  money,  even 
if  she  isn’t  so  good  looking. 

She  isn’t  our  type. 

I could  wear  her  clothes  if  we 
pledged  her. 

Her  boy-friend  has  the  best  looking 
car. 

. All  the  sororities  are  rushing  her. 


Every  Jack  has  his  Jill,  but  many 
would  rather  have  a pint. 


A man  of  six  feet  eight  inches, 
applied  for  a job  as  life  guard. 

“Can  you  swim,”  the  official  asked. 
“No,  but  I can  wade  like  the  devil.” 


There  are  strange  ailments  these 
days  when  there  have  to  be  Doctors  of 
Philosophy. 


‘‘fie  don’t  eat  with  vs  since  his  kid  started  college .” 


« IMARY.  llNIVRffSITY  OF  MARYLAND 
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By  Theodore  Erbe 


The  theatre  is  up  to  September  tricks  in  promising 
the  best  year  since  Aristotle  and  it’s  best  to  chin  awhile, 
carefully  avoiding  managers’  offices,  about  last  year. 
Usually  you  can  form  the  new  from  the  old. 

| SURVEY  . . . That  old  musical  comedy  row  brought 
forth  the  usual  crop  with  the  usual  blossomings:  Life 

Begins  at  8.1+0  by  reliable  Shuberts,  Hal  LeRoy,  Ray 
Bolger  and  Bert  Lahr;  Anything  Goes,  the  Moore-Gaxton 
golden  team  soothed  over  with  plentiful  Cole  Porter;  the 
Dowling  Thumbs  Up  with  terpsiehorean  Paul  Draper;  and 
Earl  Carroll’s  Sketch  Book  full  of  foamy  white  ladies  in 
the  bare. 

In  light  opera,  the  Doley-Carte  Company  from 
across  the  Atlantic  sardined  them  on  45th  Street  with  per- 
fectly rendered  Gilbert  and  Sullivan. 

In  straight  dramatic  efforts,  we  saw  the  rise  of  the 
novel  in  type  plays.  There  was  the  racing  Three  Men  on  a 
Horse,  a grade  A burlesque  show  called  Personal  Ap- 
pearance, quiet  Mr.  Howard  in  the  loud  Petrified  Forest 
the  best  Ibsen  tintype  of  the  age  called  The  Children  s 
Hour,  and  that  sentimental,  spasmodic  dark  horse.  The 
Old  Maid,  which,  while  his  directors  argued  as  usual  about 
morality,  slipped  into  Mr.  Pulitzer’s  treasure  room.  The 
season  was  garnished  with  that  turnipy  Tobacco  Road, 
Cohen,  an  O’Neill  near-boiler,  some  propaganda,  an  air- 
plane thriller  and  a Kind  Lady. 

Of  some  118  attempts  to  please  only  some  14  are 
memorable  as  either  successful  or  good;  that  is  a fair 
season  on  Broadway. 

This  year,  musical  comedy  seems  to  take  new  hold 
on  the  theatrical  pulse  and  more  than  enough  are  in 
embryo.  “Angels”  having  gone  with  the  crash,  it  seems 
movie  people  are  putting  so  much  glitter  behind  legitimate 
productions  this  year  that  one  current  magazine  can  say 
one  of  every  four  Broadway  plays  will  be  backed  by 
Hollywood.  All  this  doesn’t  worry  Mr.  Regular  Theatre- 


goer, who  knows  half  of  the  nebulear  attempts  will  be  flops 
with  the  scenery  in  hock  by  the  middle  of  November. 

| | HIGHLIGHTS  . . . The  profs  will  babble  about 
this,  but  even  that  won't  kill  enthusiasm;  Shakespeare  is 
to  be  glorified  by  a great  revival.  Some  five  momentous 
productions  of  his  work  are  promised  . . . There  is  the 
great  Lunt-Fontaine  production  of  loud  and  rowdy  The 
Taming  of  the  Shrew  by  the  Theatre  Guild,  which  should  be 
Shakespeare  comedy  with  gusto  . . . Leslie  Howard,  after 
dreaming  the  part  for  years,  has  decided  to  do  a Hamlet, 
but  has  ideas  about  the  script;  his  will  be  modernized  in 
version,  played  in  three  acts  and  the  original  twelfth 
century  costumes.  We  read  in  Stage,  our  standby  in  need, 
that  Mr.  Howard’s  Hamlet  will  not  be  a lunatic  nor  a 
neurotic,  but  “a  gentle  soul,  used  to  devotion,  whose  first 
contact  with  horror  came  with  his  father’s  death"  . . . 
Manager  Gaige  will  present  histrionic  Phillip  Merivale  in 
Macbeth  and  Othello,  with  those  such  as  Gladys  Cooper  and 
Kenneth  MacKenna  as  saddle-lights  . . . Two  other 
Hamlets  are  in  promise,  one  by  John  Barrymore  and 
another  by  the  best  London  offers,  John  Gielgud  ...  To 
top  the  matter,  Miss  Cornell  will  do  Shakespeare;  a movie 
queen  is  searching  frantically  for  a Romeo  to  do  some 
Canned  Drama;  Miss  La  Galienne  will  have  ladies’- 
breath-taking  Mr.  Waring  with  her  in  Romeo  and  Juliet; 
Walter  Hampden  will  perhaps  scare  us  with  Ham-speare 
and  probably  the  Footlight  Club  on  campus  will  do  the 
Comedy  of  Errors.  We  deeply  wTish  someone  would  dust 
off  one  of  those  plays  containing  Sir  John  Falstaff  so  we 
could  clinch  a local  argument. 

■ ■ MUSIC  AND  PEANUTS  . . . Two  important 
musicals  must  be  heard:  Jubilee  and  the  musical  Porgy. 
The  first  concerns  a royal  family  on  a foot-loose  vacation. 
It  is  weighted  down  or  bolstered  up  with  a ton  or  so  of 
(Please  turn  to  page  15) 
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TIME  P 4 

Once  again  the  OLD  LINE  scores  a scoop  a 
rotogravure  section , the  latest  colleg 


FLASH — Maryland  G-girls  patrol 
campus  after  dark.  The  Dean  of 
Women  recently  has  trained  a squad  of 
G-girls  to  patrol  the  campus  after 
7.00  p.m.  to  see  that  the  boys  do  not 
leave  their  dorms  or  fraternity  houses 
unless  having  signed  late  leave  and  are 
accompanied  by  a date  or  chaperon. 
The  girls  (left  to  right)  are  Clubfoot 
Cohen,  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma;  Rita 
Rift,  Delta  Delta  Delta ; Slewfoot  Sloan, 
Alpha  Omicron  I'i;  Susie  Slump,  Alpha 
Xi  Delta;  and  Toots  McGuire,  Kappa 
Delta. 


FLASH — Freshmen  co-eds  are  seen  grabbing  a 
snack  at  the  University’s  new  open  air  tea  garden. 
The  girls  are  Fanny  Pannam  (left)  and  Lotta  Crust 
(right).  See  how  enthusiastic  they  are  over  the  food? 
Miss  Crust  is  seen  wearing  the  latest  style  caterpillar 
hose,  recently  displayed  at  the  fire  college.  Not 
having  chairs  they  were  forced  to  sit  on  a barrel. 


Editors  Note:  Next  month  the  revolving  reporter  will  present  a sketch  of  the  Maryh 


October  to  the  November  issue  for  the  benefit  of  those  people  accur 
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Eleven 


iSES  OUT 

!■  comes  to  the  front  to  present,  in  a special 
ews,  as  seen  by  our  revolving  reporter. 


EXTRA!! 


FLASH — Here  is  a scene  from  the  Footlight  Club’s 
new  drama  by  Jerome  Jitters,  “Apple  Cider,”  a rural 
play  for  rural  people.  The  drama  deals  with  the 
married  life  of  a young  math  professor  whose  wife  is 
a former  society  belle,  and  he  tries  to  two-ehime  her 
by  dating  a waitress  from  Hoboken.  The  young 
professor  is  trying  to  find  the  square  root  of  a triangle 
by  bisecting  the  circles  under  his  eyes,  taking  the 
whites  of  two  eggs  and  mixing  them  with  a cup  of 
flour  and  two  ounces  of  chocolate  and  letting  it 
boil  for  two  minutes,  stir,  cool,  and  sample.  Then 
call  the  nearest  doctor.  The  leading  members  of  the 
cast  (left  to  right)  are:  Arabella  Arnenstein,  the 

social  wife,  whose  hobby  is  horses;  Toots  (G-girl) 
McGuire,  the  waitress  from  Hoboken,  who  is  trying 
to  barrow  a free  ride  from  Horatio  Hrothagar,  the 
muscle  man  from  Mt.  Airy.  The  little  thing  be- 
tween Arabella  and  Toots  is  a C-H-I-L-D. 


FLASH — Lou  Endis,  President  of  the  U.  of  M.  Student 
Government,  is  pictured  here  addressing  the  incoming  Fresh- 
men Class  at  a special  meeting  in  their  honor,  held  at  Morrill 
Hall,  Maryland’s  most  unique  building.  Mr.  Endis  is 
dressed  in  the  latest  evening  wear  (including  a three  button 
coat  model  and  white  shirt  with  cutaway  collar)  and  is  seen 
leaning  on  one  of  the  newest  modernistic  chairs,  donated  to 
the  school  in  by  Ichabod  Train,  President  of  the  Mary- 
land Christian  Association.  Mr.  Endis  is  quoted  as  saying: 
“The  fact  that  you  have  chosen  this  as  your  Alma  Mater 
is  high  proof  that  you  need  a college  education.” 


gricultural  college  from  1831-1935.  This  feature  was  moved  from  the 
ith  hay  fever.  After  all,  our  college  is  not  to  be  sneezed  at. 
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Notes  from  the  Editor  s easy  chair 


Dear  Editor: 

Need  I openly  express  ray  opinion,  and  the  opinion  of 
ray  colleagues  on  your  magazine?  Since  I realize  that  the 
readers  of  the  publication  are  of  both  sexes,  I shall  give  out 
these  thoughts  on  Wednesday  between  4 and  5,  in  the 
Publicity  Office. 

— Jerome  G.  Sacks. 

Dear  Editor  Brooks: 

I don’t  see  why  your  magazine  always  prints  such  stuff 
instead  of  good,  clean,  and  wholesome  literature  like  most 
of  us  students  would  like  to  read.  It  seems  to  me  that  this 
campus  is  coming  to  a pretty  poor  pass  when  it  can’t 
support  a serious  publication. 

Yours  truly, 

— Lotta  Bunk,  ’36. 

EDITOR’S  NOTE:  The  same  old  Bunk. 


To  the  Editor,  The  Old  Line, 

Dear  Sir: 

May  I call  to  your  attention  the  fact  that  the  sundial 
outside  of  the  Publications  Office  is  seven  minutes  slow. 
I know,  because  I set  my  watch  by  it  and  was  late  to  all 
my  afternoon  classes. 

Sincerely  yours, 

— John  Badenhoop,  ’39. 

To  the  Editor,  The  Old  Line, 

Dear  Sir: 

I have  noticed  that  among  this  year’s  crop  of  Freshmen 
the  traditional  Maryland  “Hi”  habit  seems  to  have 
degenerated  into  a Saturday  night  “ High  Hat.”  Why  not, 
while  editorializing  on  cutting  campus,  say  a few  words 
cold-shouldering  classmates? 

Sincerely  yours, 

— Carl  Rothschild. 


Having  solicited  privately  the  above  expressions  of  student  opinion,  we  now  ash  publicly  for  more  similar  ex- 
pressions. Letters  should  be  limited  to  50  words  and  addressed  to  the  Editor  of  the  Old  Line. 


CW  w / 

Who  closely  scrutinized 
His  income  tax  blank 
And  then  sent  it  back 
With  the  following  notation: 

I have  given  the  matter  careful  thought 
And  have  decided  not  to  join 
The  Income  Tax.  ” 


Now  getting  around  to  cigarettes 
There  are  no  ifs  ands  or  buts 
About  Chesterfield 

Two  words  make  everything  clear  . . . 


Chesterfield  ...the  cigarette  that’s  MILDER 
Chesterfield  ...  the  cigarette  that  TASTES  BETTER 


© 1935,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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Fifteen 


Letters  From  A Summer  Itesorf 


TO  HIS  GIRL  FRIEND 

Dear  Mary, 

It  is  impossible  to  tell  you  how  lonely  I am.  I have  been 
here  almost  a month  now  and  as  yet  have  not  been  out 
even  once.  My  evenings  are  spent  reading  or  listening  to 
the  radio.  As  for  girls,  you  might  think  that  this  was  an 
Old  Ladies’  Home.  I haven’t  seen  a single  female  any- 
where near  my  age  yet.  I can  hardly  wait  until  school 
starts  and  we  can  be  together  again. 

Love, 

—Paul. 

TO  ONE  OF  HIS  PROFESSORS 

I)p:ar  Dr.  Collins, 

I have  been  following  carefully  the  reading  list  you  gave 
me  and  am  profiting  immensely.  This  place  is  the  ideal 
spot  for  reading — cool  and  quiet — and  I have  spent  most 
of  my  time  on  the  beach  with  a book.  I enjoyed  par- 
ticularly Gibbons’  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire. 
It  makes  me  understand  later  history  so  much  better.  I 
am  looking  forward  with  eagerness  to  the  reopening  of 
school,  so  that  I may  resume  my  studies  under  you. 

Sincerely, 

— Paul  Jackson. 


TO  HIS  ROOMATE 

Dear  Tom, 

You  should  certainly  be  down  with  me.  I am  having  the 
time  of  my  life.  There’s  a crowd  of  fellows  down  here  from 
school,  and  we  go  out  every  night.  I haven't  looked  at  a 
book  since  I've  been  here.  The  girls  here  are  plenty  okay, 
and  I have  met  a swell  babe  from  Hood.  I wish  I hadn’t 
left  my  frat  pin  in  Baltimore  for  safe-keeping.  I think 
with  it  my  summer  could  be  complete.  The  time's  going 
too  fast  and  I hate  to  think  how  short  a time  is  left  before 
school  starts.  Try  and  get  down  for  a week-end  soon. 

—Paul. 

TO  HIS  PARENTS 

Dear  Mother  and  Dad, 

I am  in  fine  health,  as  I have  been  getting  plenty  of  sleep 
and  exercise.  I have  been  keeping  on  the  books  and  feel 
pretty  sure  that  I can  make  up  the  condition  Professor 
Collins  gave  me  when  I return  in  the  fall.  By  the  way,  the 
check  last  week  was  late  and  I was  forced  to  borrow. 
Could  you  let  me  have  an  extra  ten  dollars  next  week  so 
that  I may  repay  my  debts. 

Your  loving  son, 

—Paul. 


{Continued  from  page  9) 

theatrical  genius,  from  Producers  Sam  Harris  and  Max 
Gordon  and  Authors  Moss  Hart  and  Cole  Porter  right 
down  to  Thespians  Melville  Cooper  and  Alary  Boland  . . . 
The  Guild  seems  ready  to  deliver  the  long  wound-up 
musical  Porgy;  Gershwin  is  doing  music,  Rouben  (color 
movies)  Mamoulian  is  doing  direction,  and  the  huge 
Imperial  will  house  the  probably  resulting  hit  . . . Billy 
Rose,  the  lad  who  subtlizes  burlesque,  is  doing  Jumbo , 
which  is,  as  it  sounds,  full  of  peanuts  and  elephants,  a 
menagerie,  and  a bunch  of  plentiful  chorines.  For  sen- 
sational stuff,  this  outfit,  headed  by  the  somewhat  uncouth 
Jimmy  Durante,  should  prove  interesting. 

There  are  many  more;  Alax  Gordon  has  plans  for 
only  13  productions  to  carry  his  banner,  and  how  many 
other  managers  and  producers  are  there  on  the  Glittering 
Street,  Secretary? 

H | PRESS  NOTES  . . . Helen  Hayes,  who  mysteriously 
visited  this  summer  near  Leonardtown,  Aid.,  is  due  in  a 
new  historic  play  and  will  make  it  run,  no  doubt,  longer 
than  anyone  else  could.  She  has  definitely  renounced 
cinema  . . . Over  in  Baltimore,  by  the  way,  the  Dennis 
(Cape  Cod)  Theatre  will  do  stock  at  the  Maryland 


Theatre,  comprised  of  the  latest  hits  helmed  in  the  casts 
by  stars  like  Mary  Gordon,  Jane  Cowl,  and  Roland 
Young  . . . And  at  the  National  in  the  District  we  have  a 
season  of  stock  as  usual,  with  all  the  little  theatres  doing  a 
lot  of  tooting  and  blasting  . . . Local  John  Edwards  and 
Eugene  Kressin  received  applause  in  melodrama  presented 
this  summer  by  the  Roadside  Theatre  . . . Here's  a reputa- 
tion at  stake  if  Noel  Coward  doesn’t  turn  up  somewhere 
with  a modern,  non-musical  play  this  season  . . . Alpha 
Psi  Omega,  Maryland  honorary  dramatic  fraternity,  is 
running  a one-act  “ Mellerdramer  ” Contest.  Authors, 
take  thy  pens  in  hand!  . . . Further  on  the  local  boards, 
Footlight  President  Haskin  made  his  debut  as  a butler 
in  the  Roadside  this  summer. 

| | FILM  CRANKS  . . . Two  productions,  if  originality 
in  the  cinema  counts  these  days,  must  be  remembered  or 
seen.  One  is  Noel  Coward’s  The  Scoundrel,  which  would 
have  fared  better  if  good  citizens  hadn’t  thought  Mr. 
Coward  was  trying  to  be  too  literary.  The  other  is  Robert 
Donat’s  Thirty-nine  Steps,  the  best  and  most  typical 
British  picture  yet  released  in  this  country.  But  then,  the 
douce  citizens  will  gobble  down  everything  and  anything 
if  it  is  labelled  a historical  or  classical  sensation. 
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...  a collegiate  milestone  . 


DEAR  MOTHER ’N  DAD:  Now  I am  so  glad  you 
told  me  all  those  things  about  ‘higher  education’ 
and  what  it  would  do  for  me,  and  how  I would  come  out  a 
better  man,  and  all  that;  already  I have  met  more  and 
better-looking  girls  than  even  Dad  coidd  shake  a lumber 
yard  at.  (My  English  professor  told  me  never  to  end  a 
sentence  with  a preposition,  but  you  can't  believe  a thing 
those  guys  tell  you.  I think  they  read  it  all  in  books  any- 
way.) Don’t  tell  Mary,  but  I have  a date  for  every  night 
this  week.  That’s  part  of  the  Freshman  orientation  pro- 
gram here,  and  I think  it’s  a great  idea,  only  they  make  you 
go  to  classes  so  you  will  be  prepared  if  you  decide  to  stay 
all  four  years. 

They  put  out  a newspaper  here  every  week,  but 
Mother,  it  really  is  not  as  good  as  our  own  Bingville  Bugle. 
The  editor  is  a fellow  named  Hunt  or  Chase,  who  thinks  he 
is  a newspaper  man.  There  is  one  good  thing  in  the  paper, 
and  everybody  reads  it : a column  by  some  fellow  with  a 
funny  name,  which  is  great  stuff.  He  can  really  write,  but 
a lot  of  people  don't  appreciate  it.  He  seems  to  know 
everybody,  but  I’ll  bet  he  is  very  lonely  because  he  is  so 
good.  He  writes  some  kind  of  dirt  column,  and  does  he 


burn  ’em  up!  The  Old  Line,  the  allegedly-humorous 
perodical  came  out  today,  and  this  guy  has  a column  in  it 
called  Around  The  Hill.  It  is  also  great  stuff,  about  the 
only  redeeming  thing  in  the  magazine. 

I met  some  girls  from  a sorority  out  here  called  Kappa 
Gappa  Grandma,  or  something  like  that,  and  they  are 
very  good-looking,  only  they  seem  as  if  they’d  all  been 
disappointed  in  love  a long  time  ago  and  had  never  got 
over  it,  and  like  Aunt  Minnie,  thought  that  no  man  was 
good  enough  for  them. 

They  ought  to  call  this  Flush  Week  instead  of  Rush 
Week.  All  the  fraternity  boys  spend  enough  money  on  the 
Freshman  to  pay  the  mortgages  on  their  houses.  I let  the 
Phi  Delts  buy  my  breakfast,  Kappa  Alpha  lunch.  Theta 
Chi  dinner,  and  then  the  Sigma  Phi  Sigmas  take  me  to  a 
show  and  get  me  a date  with  an  A.  O.  Pi.  I don't  know 
how  long  this  will  last,  but  if  I can  promise  each  group  I 
will  join  without  letting  the  others  know  about  it,  and 
then  manage  to  stall  them  all  off  until  next  September,  I 
can  get  through  the  Freshman  year  without  Dad  having 
to  get  a loan  on  the  old  Ford. 


o 
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Seventeen 


eshman’s  first  letter  home  . . . 


Among  other  people  in  a long  line  the  other  night  I 
shook  hands  with  the  president  of  onr  student  government 
association.  They  say  he  gets  A’s  and  plays  on  the  foot- 
ball team,  but  I think  it  is  only  a rumor,  because  I saw 
him  and  George  Sachs,  another  football  player,  waxing 
floors  at  the  A.  O.  Pi  house  the  other  night,  all  for  love,  and 
anyone  who  will  get  down  on  his  knees  for  two  hours  all 
for  a girl  is  crazy  and  will  never  get  A’s  unless  the  courses 
out  here  are  mapped  out  for  crazy  people. 

Dad,  remember  what  you  told  me  just  before  the  train 
pulled  out,  about  not  getting  hitched  to  some  co-ed  up 
here,  to  wait  until  I graduated  and  conld  support  a wife, 
and  all  that?  Well,  you  don’t  have  to  worry,  cause  the 
girls  here  are  too  smart  ever  to  get  stuck  like  that;  they 
won't  even  date  you  unless  yon  have  a ten  dollar  fraternity 
pin  on  your  sweater  that  they  might  get  their  hands  on 
and  besides,  the  general  attitude  on  the  campus  is  that 
this  love  thing  went  out  with  the  Hoover  administration. 

Dad,  I hate  to  do  this,  but  I bought  a notebook  and 
two  pencils  the  other  day,  just  for  appearances  sake,  you 
know,  it  goes  over  big  with  the  profs,  and  so  I need  a little 


more  money  this  week.  I know  you  won't  mind  at  all  if 
you  stop  to  consider  the  dividends  that  every  cent  you 
spend  on  my  education  will  pay  in  a few  years  if  I pass 
enough  subjects.  Knowledge  is  lying  around  loose  all  over 
this  campus,  fairly  flooding  the  place,  and  if  I have  enough 
money  in  my  pockets  I won't  miss  any  of  it.  Besides,  I 
know  how  you  and  mother  feel  when  you  tell  Mrs.  Smith 
about  your  son,  Bill,  at  the  University. 

Well  folks,  I have  to  get  back  to  work  on  my  education. 
The  Delta  Sigs  are  taking  me  to  a house-party  over  at 
St.  John’s  tonight,  and  I have  to  be  studying  when  they 
come  for  me  or  they  will  think  I am  not  a serious-minded 
boy  and  will  keep  paying  my  bills  in  the  hope  of  pledging 
me  some  day.  Tell  John  I will  send  him  those  banners 
soon  and  to  keep  getting  good  marks  in  high  school 
because  maybe  some  day  he  will  be  able  to  enjoy  the 
privileges  of  college  like  me. 

Your  loving  son, 

P.  S.  Dad,  please  send  that  check  soon.” 


Bill 
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THE  CLOTHES  LINE 

What  Well-Dressed  Roommates 
Are  Wearing  This  Season 


. . . For  Youse  Guys 

TWAS  no  doubt  a tradition  of  Maryland  Agriculture 
College  that  campus  fashions  be  those  already  for- 
gotten in  the  dicta  of  smart  haberdashers.  Possibly  the 
new  co-eds  or  the  financial  up-swing  (see  ad  sections)  or 
both  are  accountable  for  a sudden  fashion  consciousness 
among  the  campus  males  as  October  buds  out  of  wilting 
September. 

• TREND  . . . That  linen  coat  of  August  days  can  be 
worn  with  success  over  off  trousers  to  cover  a dark  solid 
shirt  with  lighter  neckpiece.  The  latest  at  Maryland  are, 
of  course,  odd  sport  coats,  checked  brown  or  gray  on  white. 
White  gaberdine  is  being  moth-balled  and  replaced  in 
public  by  its  brothers  in  brown,  gray,  or  dark  blue.  It  is 
gratifying  to  see  real  gaberdine  at  Maryland,  but  remem- 
ber, the  cheaper  the  gaberdine  the  less  silk  in  the  cloth. 
Suits,  generally  speaking,  are  looser,  swagger,  and  tweed. 
True  to  style,  brown  and  gray  cloth  with  white  specks  at 
random,  and  tweeds  needful  of  a shave  are  most  popular, 
while  light-dark  combinations  with  darker  coat  over 
lighter  trousers  predominate. 

Sixty-five  per  cent  of  the  Maryland  shoes  are  white 
sport,  but  of  these  only  four  per  cent  by  tally  are  im- 
maculately snowish  at  all  times.  Many  save  money  on 
shines  and  tips  by  purchasing  suede  in  gray  or  brown, 
although  some  prefer,  of  the  new  shoes,  English  cordovan 
in  wines  and  clarets. 

• SOX  AND  SOCKS  . . . Sox  betray  to  the  world  the  finer 
taste  of  the  man,  and  according  to  this  axiom  Maryland 
men  must  be  harsh  indeed.  Many  of  their  foot-warmers 
are  too  like  coats  of  Joseph  to  be  more  than  cheap  imitations 
of  the  original  fashion.  The  real  Parisian  overchecks  of 
red,  black,  gray  and  green,  have,  for  all  the  resounding 
clashes,  good  taste  all  their  own.  Of  American  concoctions, 
green  and  brown  combinations  in  stripes  are  perhaps  the 
neatest. 

Shirts  have  gone  to  the  deep  with  pastel  inter-weaves 
and  overprints.  Blue,  gray,  even  green,  have  huge  squares 
of  pink  or  lemon;  innocent  blue  has  sinned  again  with 
yellow;  Oxfords  (not  green)  with  button-down  collars 
claim  conservative  patronage.  One  local  objection  is 
gaudy  red.  For  all  this,  Maryland  shirts  are  new  shirts. 


. . . For  Youse  Gals 

TRENDS:  Fashion  leaders  have  gone  to  the  East  and 
back  to  days  of  the  Renaissance  for  their  latest 
creations  this  season.  It  is  a pleasant  change  to  see  a new 
influence  on  fashion;  everyone  had  grown  tired  of  the  old 
styles  which  have  been  the  vogue  since  long  skirts  became 
popular  again. 

Many  evening  gowns  and  wraps  have  taken  a Hindu 
trend.  There  is  a white  velvet  gown  being  modeled  in  a 
Washington  fashion  show  which  has  a Hindu  drapery 
known  as  a sari.  This  may  be  used  to  cover  the  hair  or  lie 
in  the  form  of  a cowl  on  the  shoulders.  Evening  wraps 
have  cowls  attached  to  them  also.  These  wraps  are  more 
practical  and  better  suited  to  cold  weather.  The  colors  and 
fashions  being  used  this  year  are  decidedly  those  of  old 
Italy.  Rich  velvets,  brocades,  satins,  metallic  clothes,  and 
crepes  are  popular.  Heavy  jewelry  has  come  into  its  own 
again,  for  this  is  a dressy  season. 

Suits  and  coats  are  being  decorated  with  luxurious  fur 
collars,  cuffs,  and  lapels.  Evidently  the  Paris  coutouriers 
have  conspired  to  make  women  spend  even  more  money  if 
they  want  to  be  fashionably  garbed. 

• MARYLAND  DUDS:  The  Big  and  Little  Sister  Tea 
gave  the  co-eds  the  greatest  opportunity  thus  far  for  dis- 
playing their  new  fall  wardrobes.  In  fact,  it  was  a glorified 
fashion  show  done  on  a large  scale  . . . Betti  Buschman, 
now  Mrs.  James  Crotty,  wore  a rust  dress  with  brown 
accessories  to  the  tea  . . . Also  wearing  rust  was  Evelyn 
Brumbaugh,  another  alumna  . . . Red  and  black  were  the 
colors  combined  by  Sylvia  Waldman  who  wore  a black 
silk  dress  with  red  coat  . . . Christine  Cook  looked  especially 
well  in  a brown  and  white  suit  with  fur  lapels.  Her  brown 
suede  turban  and  shoes  completed  a chic  outfit. 

See  at  the  reception  to  Freshmen.  Gertrude  Chestnut 
wearing  a blue  crepe  dinner  dress  trimmed  with  white  . . . 
Marion  Parker  smart  in  white  lace  . . . Evelyn  Byrd 
looking  regal  in  black  velvet  with  silver  trimmings. 

Grill  dedicatory  ceremonies  brought  out  Loretta  Dolan 
in  a striking  yellow  swagger  coat  . . . Lois  Ernest  in  a navy 
blue  crinkly  crepe  . . . Evelyn  Turner,  setting  off  her  sun 
tan  in  a pink  silk  suit. 

And  so  to  the  first  Rossborg. 
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SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 

0 

Printcraft  Building 
930  H Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


lie  kissed  her  on  her  ruby  lips, 

It  was  a harmless  frolic; 

But  though  he  only  kissed  her  once, 
He  died  of  painters’  cholic. 


“Hello,  Bill,  I see  you’re  black  from 
Pittsburgh.” 

— Penn  State  Froth. 


Were  you  hurt  while  on  the  eleven? 
Nope,  while  the  eleven  were  on  me. 


One  reason  there  is  so  much  humor 
in  the  world  is  because  there  are  so 
many  people  who  take  themselves 
seriously. 


“Is  that  man  rich?” 

“Is  he!  He’s  so  rich  he  doesn't 
know  his  son’s  in  college.” 

— Sewanee  Mountain  Goat. 


School  Has  Opened!! 

See  us  for  New 
Chevrolets  and  Olds- 
mobiles  and  Used 
Cars.  Always  a stock 
of  more  than  100  to 
pick  from! 

We  offer  the  most  complete  auto 
service  in  this  locality;  we  use  the 
best  of  materials,  equipment,  and 
mechanics  on  your  repair  work. 

On  our  used  cars,  we  offer  a thirty 
day  Write-Your-Own-Repair-Ticket 
Guarantee. 

We  are  ever  ready  to  give  you  the 
best  of  service  and  workmanship. 
For  information  or  demonstration, 

Call  Greenwood  2200 

Lustine-Nicholson 

HYATTSVILLE 


'WHEN  SMOKE  GETS 

( ( " n i // 

INOTOURJEYES/ 


IF  the  sour  notes  of  that  stewy  old 
pipe  make  you  gasp  and  gag,  re- 
mind the  smoker  that  pipes — like 
pianos — have  got  to  he  kept  tuned. 
Let  him  scrape  out  the  bowl,  ream 
out  the  stem,  fill  up  with  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  Smoking  Tobacco,  and  the 
pleasant  aroma  of  clean  Kentucky 
Burleys  wi  11  fill  the  air.  Bv  hard 
work  (and  a little  luck)  we’ve  found 
a blend  that  is  noticeably  milder  to 
the  tongue  and  sweet  music  to  the 
nose.  It’s  kept  fresh  in  heavy  gold 
foil.  Try  a tin  and  sing  for  joy. 


Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-510 


to 

take  care  of 

Hour  pipe 


....FREE 

BOOKLET 

tells  how  to  make 
j your  pipe  taste 
j better,  sweeter. 
Write  for  a ropy. 
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By  George  Fogg 


ALONG  toward  the  end  of  a lazy  summer  during  which 
many  things  seemed  about  to  happen  and  nothing 
really  did  happen  the  literate  American  and  English  public 
was  suddenly  brought  face  to  face  with  one  of  those  books 
which  will  be  referred  to,  talked  about,  and  perhaps  read 
for  years  to  come. 

This  summer’s  candidate  for  this  hall  of  fame  is  Europa 
by  Edward  Briffault.  In  it  a young  Englishman  reared  in 
Italy  and  educated  partly  in  Italy  and  partly  in  England 
lives  and  loves  in  pre-war  Europe.  Julian  Bern,  the  young 
man  of  the  story,  is  not  particularly  wealthy  nor  titled, 
but  the  fact  that  he  has  access  to  the  highest  social  and 
political  circles  of  the  principal  countries  of  Europe  brings 
into  the  story  numberless  anecdotes  many  of  them  as- 
sociated with  actual  historical  figures  and  all  of  them 
intended  to  show  how  and  why  Europe  was  brought  to  the 
brink  of  social  revolution  and  to  the  very  middle  of  war. 

In  his  going  about  the  capitals  of  Europe,  Julian  seems 
to  have  met  all  the  degenerate  elements  in  high  society, 
and  Mr.  Briffault  has  written  them  all  down,  apparently 
holding  his  nose  while  he  did  so. 

Julian  first  comes  to  our  attention  as  a rather  naive 
youth  on  the  Italian  countryside  and  gradually  finds  some 
of  his  cherished  religious  and  social  views  becoming 
cracked.  His  interest  in  biology  is  aroused  when  a priest 
snatches  from  his  hand  a copy  of  Darwin’s  Origin  of 
Species.  At  Cambridge  he  falls  in  with  the  director  of  a 
marine  biological  station  and  when  he  leaves  the  Uni- 
versity he  enters  the  laboratory  as  research  man. 

By  this  time  he  is  puzzled  religiously  and  completely 
cynical  socially.  He  has  had  a brief  but  intense  passage  at 
love  with  a Russian  countess  and  is  now  spreading  his 
attention  among  several  candidates.  In  the  end  he  be- 
comes completely  cynical  about  women  as  well  as  politics. 

One  neat  little  minor  incident  occurs  when  a young  man 
who  has  been  boasting  of  his  “sophistication”  is  asked  to 
look  the  word  up  in  an  English  dictionary.  He  finds  the 
definition  given  is  “to  conceal  shallowness  by  casuistry.” 


The  whole  purpose  of  the  book  is  to  produce  a picture 
of  the  times  by  means  of  hundreds  of  incidents  told  as 
though  Julian  had  seen  or  participated  in  them.  It  is 
certain  to  make  an  impression  on  the  dullest  mind  and  to 
give  material  for  thought  to  the  brightest. 

The  author,  Mr.  Briffault,  is  principally  known  pre- 
viously for  a sociological  study  of  motherhood. 

Now  on  the  cheerful  side  is  Clarence  Day’s  Life  With 
Father.  “Father”  is  a Wall  Street  man  of  forty  years  ago 
when  only  about  80  issues  were  traded  on  the  Exchange. 

He  was  a man  whom  his  children,  his  employees,  his 
neighbors,  and  his  tradesmen  were  afraid  to  argue  with, 
but  whose  wife  was  bored  with  him. 

He  succeeded  in  forcing  the  stock  market  to  his  wish,  he 
compelled  the  iceman  to  call  late  at  night  and  deliver  the 
ice  he  had  forgotten  earlier,  he  even  made  the  horses  obey 
him  in  unusual  circumstances,  but  when  he  tried  to  make 
his  wife  keep  a clear  record  of  household  expenditures  he 
had  to  give  up. 

These  little  chapters  are  mostly  from  The  New  Yorker 
and  form  a companion  volume  to  God  and  My  Father  also 
by  Clarence  Day.  In  God  and  My  Father,  “Father”  was 
generally  fighting  with  the  vestry  of  the  Episcopal  church 
all  during  the  week,  but  on  Sunday  he  became  one  of  the 
firmest  pillars  of  the  church. 

These  two  light  little  volumes  are  the  Book-of-the-month 
Club’s  August  contribution. 

Best  seller  is  still  Green  Light,  that  religio-mystic  novel 
of  last  winter,  but  iAicy  Gayheart  (Willa  Cather)  is  rapidly 
gaining  in  popularity. 

Friends  of  Jalna  must  by  this  time  have  heard  of  Young 
Renny,  a chapter  which  in  time  precedes  all  the  others  of 
the  series.  It  presents  Renny  as  a young  man  badly  in 
need  of  a thrashing. 

Old  Southern  colonels  will  not  be  especially  pleased  with 
Deep  Dark  River  (Robert  Rvlee)  because  its  setting  and 
characters  are  not  especially  attractive  and  most  certainly 
not  in  the  Southern  tradition. 
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“ Finally , a real  place  to  eat!" 
she  says  nestingly. 

“ You're  right!"  and  you  feel  how 
fat  the  wallet  still  is. 

The  Newest,  Finest,  Only  Nearby 

Chinesc-American  Restaurant 

Is  now  located  one  mile 
from  the  Campus  and  fast 
proving  to  collegiate  palates 
that  35-cent  lunches  and 
50-cent  dinners  can  be  real 
repasts.  It  remains  open 
until  midnight  so  you  can 
partake  of  that  mid-night 
snack. 

Orders  to  take  out. 

Yat  Luck  Palace 

Mr.  C.  H.  Mar,  Mgr. 
Hyattsville  at  Bridge 
Hyatts  449 


"We  Point 

with  Pride77 

To 

Our  Line  of  University 
Seals  and  Wall  Plaques. 

YOU 

Should  be  Proud  Enough 
of  Your  School  To  Want 
To  Own  One. 

'£>- gj- 

Come  tn  and  See  Them  Anyway 

The  Students  Supply 
Store 

“Everything  the  Student  Needs” 


For  delicious  home  cooked 
meals  at  attractive 
prices  try 


<T 

r Ju  t rant // 

,i,n 


(O//  College  Ave.  Next  to 
A.  O.  Pi  House ) 


Special  monthly  and 
weekly  rates 


The  Creeks  Have  a 
Word  For  It 

The  “Greeks”  always  have  a word 
for  it.  They  have  everything,  in  fact. 
At  least,  they  think  they  do. 

The  “Greeks”  have  a word  for  it. 
A kind  word.  They  say,  “May  we 
have  a word  with  you?”  and  that’s 
where  it  begins.  They  whisper  sweet 
whispers  into  sweet,  innocent,  eager 
ears,  and  the  Freshmen  are  easy  marks. 

The  “Greeks”  have  a word  for  “It.” 
Aha!  That  indefinable  object!  But, 
yessir,  the  Greeks  have  a word  for  “ It.” 
Some  say  it’s  personality.  Some  say 
it’s  money.  Two  to  one  which  is  right. 

Then  they  always  have  the  pass- 
word. That's  what’s  so  expensive. 
It’s  not  the  prestige.  It’s  not  the  pin. 
It’s  not  the  dues.  It’s  the  privilege 
to  get  into  that  babbling  mob  and 
scratch  and  pull  hair  with  no  restric- 
tions that  is  so  precious. 


Twenty-two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 
Sandwich  Shop  and  Restaurant 

0 

The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 


“When  I was  a child,”  the  sergeant  sweetly  addressed 
his  men  after  an  exhaustive  two  hours  in  the  drill  hall,  “ I 
had  a set  of  wooden  soldiers.  There  was  a poor  boy  in  the 
neighborhood,  and  after  I had  been  to  Sunday  school  one 
day  and  listened  to  a stirring  talk  on  the  beauties  of 
charity,  I was  softened  enough  to  give  them  to  him.  Then 
I wanted  them  back,  but  my  mother  told  me  that  some  day 
I would  get  my  wooden  soldiers  back,  and — believe  me, 
you  It.  O.  T.  C.-ers,  that  day  has  come.” 

— Widow. 


“ Y-a-a-a-,  only  sissies  wear  belts!” 


“.  . . and  he  debates  beautifully.” 


We  give  you  24-hour  service;  honor  American  Oil  Co. 
Courtesy  Cards;  have  Goodyear  Tire  and  Battery  Serv- 
ice; boast  a huge,  satisfied  collegiate  clientel  as  of  1935; 
are  conveniently  located  a football  field  length  south- 
ward of  the  main  Campus  gate,  and  will  welcome  the 
opportunity  of  your  trial  for  service,  gas,  oil,  repairs, 
and  all  duties  attendant  to  nursing  your  automobile. 

JAMES  R.  POWER 

POWER  SERVICE  STATION 

Opposite  Lord  Calvert  Inn  Berwyn  198 


Spend  an  Evening  at 

College  Park  Bowling  Alleys 


We,  in  our  usual  efforts  to  offer  you  the  best, 
have  remodeled  the  establishment,  opened 
two  new  alleys,  and  resurfaced  the  old  ones. 


H.  ASHCROFT,  Manager 
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Giving  the  rush. 


Mother:  “Quiet,  dear,  the  sandman 
is  coming.” 

Modern  Child:  “I  won’t  tell  Pop.” 
— Carnegie  Tech  Puppet. 


Grocers  Cleaners  Service  Station 

Complete  Service  to  You 

Call  us  at  Berwyn  35  to  have  refreshments 
for  your  parties  delivered 

PARKER'S  CORNER 

Berwyn,  One  Mile  North  of  Main  Gate 


A BANK  Book  is  the  second  most 
valuable  book  in  the  world.  Have 
you  one  in  your  home? 

Prince  Georges  Bank  & Trust  Co. 

Hyattsville,  Md.  Mt.  Ranier,  Md. 

T.  HOWARD  DUCKETT,  President 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


$15.00.. . 

. . . Allowance  for  your  old 
stove  on  the  purchase  of  a 

New  Westinghouse  Range 

(Time  Limited) 

Hyattsville  Hardware  Co. 

HYATTSVILLE,  MARYLAND 


) Patronize  ) 

| Madeline’s  Beaut})  Shop  l 


( Fifty-cent  Service  ( 

• Fine  Permanent  Waves 

• Ten-minute  Drying  • 

( 72  Maryland  Ave.,  Hyattsville  ( 

J Hyatt  562  j 
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MEAT 

the 

Kinq 
of  FOODS 

Let  us  supply  you  with 
the  center  of  your  meal. 


. . . And  with  all  the  other 
FINE  FOODS  suited  to  a 
Queen’s  taste. 


GUARANTEED  QUALITY 
DEPENDABLE  SERVICE 
HONEST  PRICES 


Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc. 

HYATTSVILLE  RIVERDALE 

“Phone  your  order” 


pfttltptarrn 

* ELEVENTH  ST  - BETWEEN  F t,  G 


. . . Twinsters 
$3.00 


The  college  gal’s  favorite  fashion  for 
campus  and  class,  twin  sweaters. 


X is  the  Roman  notation  for  ten, 

X is  the  mark  of  illiterate  men, 

X is  the  ruler  removed  from  his  throne, 
X is  a quanity  wholly  unknown, 

X may  mean  Xenum,  a furious  gas, 

X is  a ray  of  similar  class, 

X mas  is  Christmas,  a season  of  bliss, 
X in  a letter  is  good  for  a kiss, 

X is  for  Xerxes,  the  monarch  renowned, 
X marks  the  spot  where  the  body  was 
found! 

— Green  Gander. 


Learning  by  Lecture 


Is  not  the  way  to  learn  in  busi- 
ness. Experience  has  taught 
Marylanders  that  CHANEY’S 
GARAGE  always  gives  them 
the  best  that  can  be  obtained  for 
the  most  reasonable  rates. 

Service  and  Workmanship 

Chaney/s  Garage 

At  the  Main  Gate 


There  was  a young  lady  from  Siam, 

W1  io  said  to  her  lover,  young  Piam, 

To  kiss  me  of  course, 

You  will  have  to  use  force, 

But  Lord  knows  you  are  stronger  than 
I am! 

— Alaba  ma  It  a m mer-Ja  m mer. 


Rich  man,  poor  man,  fraternity 
brother,  fraternity  brother. 

— Jester. 


It's  a Maryland 

Tradition! 

After  the  game,  in  the 
evening,  at  lunch,  at 
any  and  all  times 
Marylanders  get  to- 
gether you’ll  find  them 
at  the  Varsity  Grill — 
newly  renovated.  Your 
school  spirit  cannot  be 
par  until  you  are  a 
regular  patron. 

The  Varsity  Grill 

E.  F.  ZALESAK,  ’25,  Proprietor 
Deliveries  after  8 p.m. 

Berwyn  300 


USED 

1933  Ford  Coupe 

~CAR 

1931  Ford  Roadster 

BARGAIN 

| Model  “T”  Collegiate  | 

VALUES 

4 

Dealers  in  New  Fords, 

Used  Cars  and  Service. 

Enjoy  the  fruits  of  good 
business  now  at 

Billhimer- Palmer 
Motor  Co. 

Greenwood  2057 

No.  8 SPENCER  STREET 

Opp.  Arcade  Theatre,  Hyattsville 


My  writin’s  got  me  in  a jam 
My  profs  don't  know  how  smart  I am 
I'll  remedy  this  condition  deplorable 
I'll  buy  an  Underwood  Champion  Portable. 

You  are  always  welcome  at 

Smart  student — will  get  more  work 
done  neater,  faster  and  have  more 
time  for  fun. 

HYATTSVILLE  MARYLAND 

Phone  GReenwood  1415 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 
Company 

Room  228  Homer  Bldg.,  13th  and  F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Sales  and  Service  Everywhere 

Campus;  3nn 

North  Charles  at  25th  Street,  Baltimore 

. . . Serving  Maryland’s  Finest  Food  . . . 

. . . Balcony  for  Private  Parties  . . . 

. . . Stop  for  Dinner  after  the  Game  . . . 

University  1862 

THE 

EMERSON 

HOTEL 


One  of  Baltimore’s  smartest  hotels 
that  provides  for  its  guests  an  ex- 
ceptionally high  order  of  service, 
cuisine  and  comfort. 

Private  rooms  and  banquet  halls 
for  every  occasion. 

Attractive  lounge  and  cocktail 
room  on  lobby  floor. 

MODERATE  RATES 


Beginning  a New  Tradition  at 
Maryland  . . . 

j TEA  DANCES  | 

AT  THE 

Lord  Calvert  Inn 

With  BOB  THOMAS’ 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MARYLAND  COLLEGIANS 
From  4 to  6 p.m.  in  the  COLONIAL  ROOM 
On  WEDNESDAYS  and  SATURDAYS 

At  Cover  Charge  of  35-cents  to 
Include  Sandwiches,  Tea,  etc. 


★ OPENING  ★ 

Wednesday,  October  16th 
Saturday,  October  20th 


“Marylanders  Meet  At  The  Colonial  Room" 


Read  what  athletes  say  about  Camels 


The  fact  that  athletes  smoke  Camels  freely 
shows  how  mild  Camels  are.  For  athletes 
put  mildness  first.  As  Carl  Hubbell  says: 
"Camels  are  so  mild  that  no  matter  how 
many  I smoke  they  never  get  my  wind  or 
ruffle  my  nerves.” 

Here’s  Bill  Mehlhorn,  the  veteran  golfer: 
"From  years  of  experience,  I know  that 
Camels  will  never  get  my  wind.” 

And  George  M.  Lott,  Jr.,  dynamic  tennis 
star:  "Camels  never  take  the  edge  off  my 
condition  or  get  my  wind,  because  they 
are  mild.” 

Sam  Howard  and  Susan  Vilas,  among  the 
diving  and  swimming  champions,  and 
George  Barker,  the  track  star — all  agree  that 
Camels  do  not  disturb  their  nerves  or  wind. 

Why  this  mildness,  approved  by 
athletes,  is  important  to  you! 

Because  Camels  are  so  mild...  made  from 
more  costly  tobaccos  than  any  other  popu- 
lar brand... you  can  smoke  all  you  please. 
Athletes  are  agreed  that  Camels  do  not 
jangle  the  nerves  or  get  the  wind.  And 
you'll  find  that  your  taste  never  tires  of 
their  appealing  flavor. 


SWIMMING 
Susan  Vilas 


KEEPING  IN  "CONDITION"  means  much  to  every  one 
in  enjoying  life  more.  Smoke  Camels,  the  cigarette  ath- 
letes say  never  upsets  the  nerves  or  disturbs  the  wind. 


ATHLETES  SAY: 


TH  ey  don't 

GET 

YOUR  WIND!' 


TRACK 
George  Barker 


Carl  Hubbell,  of  theN.Y.  Giants 
likes  Camel’s  mildness 


ASEBALL 
rl  Hubbeli. 


TENNIS 

George  M.  Lott,  Jr. 


DIVING 
Sam  Howari 


SOM/LD 


YOU  CAN 
SMOKE  ALL 


YOU  WANT 


9 Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
— Turkish  and  Domestic — than  any  other  popular  brand. 

(Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


COSTLIER 

TOBACCOS! 


© 1936,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co. 
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Gl/tlck 


AT  THE  GAME.  CAMELS  EASE  THE  STRAIN  - AND 
AFTER  ITS  OVER.  WHEN  YOU  FEEL“ALL  I H.GET A U£T  IV/TH  A CAM£L 


VaMPuscq^c  ^ 


© 1935,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co. 


MR.MEEHAN,  MY  SISTER 
BETTY  WANTS  SOME  INSIDE 
DOPE  ON  FOOTBALL.// 


NOW-WATCH 
THIS  PUNT  FROM 
THE  SAME  , 
FORMATION  J 


/ IT  TOOK  V 
7 ELEVEN  \i 
MEN  TO  MAKE 
THAT  PASS  I 
k PERFECT/ I 


the 

forward  £,q 
pass  l* 

©Rums  straight 

guard-(Q)BLocK5  t 
tackle-@  blocks 

SWERVESTO RIGHT-  I 

right- ©blocks 

© FADES  bach 
WHO  is  SPR 


WHAT  A PERFECT 
PASS  THOSE  TWO 
MEN  MADE./ 


SURE/ COME  UP  IN  THE 
STANDS  AND  WE'LL 
WATCH  THIS  PRACTICE 
game/  nnr™r 


I jf\  I DIDN'T  KNOW  H 
EACH  MAN  HAD  SUCH 
A DEFINITE  JOB 


WELL,BETTS,DID  YOU 
LEARN  SOMETHING? 


REMEMBER, 
WATCH  THE 
._  LINEMEN 


DID  I / I CAN'T 
WAIT  TO  SEE  THE 
. BIG  GAME  / y 


BETTY  SEES ' 
A BACK  GET 
OFF  A GO-YD. 
V.  SPIRAL 


BETTV  LEARNS  THESE  PLAYS-AND  MANY  OTHERS 


A CAMEL  ALWAY5  RENEWS  MY 
FLOW  OF  ENERGY  WHEN  I NEED 
w IT— AND  THEY  NEVER  . 
I GET  ON  MY  NERVES  f 


THAT  GAME  WAS 
A THRILLER/ 
HAVE  A CAMEL./ 


YOU'RE  AN  V 
EXPERT  NOW, 
THANKS  TO 
CHICK  MEEHAN! 


'YES,  THEY 
CERTAINLY 
ARE  / 

, MILD/ 


A SPLENDID  RUN -BUT 
GOOD  BLOCKING  MADE 
IT  POSSIBLE  ( 


I NEED  ONE/  SO 
MANY  THRILLS  USE 
UP  A LOT  OF  ENERGY/ 


CAMELS  ARE  MADE  FRO'M  FINER, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS- 
TURK  IS  H AND  DOM  ESTIC  - THAN 
ANY  OTHER  POPULAR  BRAND. 

(stereo) 

R.  J.  REYNOLDS  TOBACCO  CO- 

M/ZA/Sro/V-SAICM,*  C.  


BETTY  AT  THE  BIG  GAME 


GET  A UiS  WITH  A CAM 


o 
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THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  MARYLAND 

OLD  LINE  - - 


Extends  lienriiest  greetings 
to  the 

ALUMNI 


4111 


HOMECOMING 
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Two 


Tlie  Collegeparkbury  Tales 

( With  Apologies  to  Chaucer ) 

THE  PROLOGUE 

In  bright  November,  when  the  foliage  flutters. 

And  leaves  and  dirt  fill  all  the  gutters; 

When  the  fashions  change  to  match  the  air, 

But  old  white  shoes  are  still  in  wear; 

When  mess-hall  food  gets  better,  not  worse, 

But  pious  souls  still  grumble  and  curse; 

W1  len  “frat  goats”  take  on  such  pained  faces, 

While  sitting  on  steps  and  other  places; 

Then  cider  jugs  in  dormitories, 

Oil  up  the  tongues  for  telling  stories. 

At  such  time,  it  happened,  there  was  a group. 

To  quaint  (?)  old  Collegeparkbury  enroute; 

Back  to  the  scenes  of  their  youthful  crimes, 

Back  to  the  old  and  better  times. 

In  Calvert  and  Sylvester  Halls, 

Inside  the  white  and  battered  walls 
Dirtied  and  scarred  by  the  pillow  fights 
And  water  battles  of  previous  nights. 

These  old  grads  did  make  their  camps, 

And  behave  in  the  manner  of  ten  year  old  scamps. 

But  before  I go  further,  let  me  tell, 

Of  whom  they  were,  so  you'll  know  them  well. 

There  was  first,  an  old  grad  of  ninety-three. 

With  a beer-rounded  tummy  and  black  topee. 

In  his  old  school  days  he  had  had  quite  a chest. 

But  now  it  had  sunk  down  low  in  his  vest. 

Then  there  was  the  scholar  of  nineteen-o-nine. 

As  long  and  as  kinky  as  any  a vine; 

With  the  best  of  brains  that  you’d  find  any  place, 

A great  intellect — but  gee  what  a face. 

And  a middle-aged  fellow  with  tongue  sharp  and  keen. 

He  came  from  the  class  of  nineteen-eighteen. 

On  many  a platform  he  now  lectured  and  stormed, 

But  often  that  tongue  had  gotten  his  hide  warmed. 

Yet  two  more  young  fellows,  the  first  big  and  strong; 

You  could  call  him  an  athlete  without  going  wrong. 

In  a great  football  game,  now  eight  years  old. 

He  had  run  ninety  yards,  but  crossed  the  wrong  goal. 

And  finally  the  last,  out  of  school  but  two  years. 

He  was  facing  the  world  with  a heart  full  of  fears. 

He  had  thought  that  the  world  would  accept  him  right  well. 
But  already  he  learned  it  would  just  give  him  . . . trouble. 


So  here  is  our  group,  quite  a comic  array; 

Assembled  at  “Maryland”  for  Homecoming  Day. 

And  so  if  you  like  them  and  want  to  read  yet. 

I'll  tell  you  the  stories  they  told  when  they  met. 

Here  ends  the  Prologue 

— George  Eierman. 


The  country  minister  ended  his  sermon  and  then  an- 
nounced he  would  like  all  the  Board  to  remain  after  the 
service  for  a few  minutes.  A stranger  in  the  village  made 
his  way  to  the  front  pew  and  seated  himself  with  the 
deacons  and  elders.  The  minister  approached  him. 

“My  dear  sir,”  he  said  hesitatingly,  “Perhaps  you  mis- 
understood. I asked  that  only  the  Board  remain.” 

“That  includes  me,”  said  the  stranger.  “I  certainly 
was  never  more  bored  in  all  my  life.” 


Soph:  “Why  is  a crack  in  a chair  bottom  like  a traffic 
policeman?” 

Sophess:  “I  couldn’t  say.” 

Soph:  “They’ll  both  pinch  you  if  you  don’t  park 

right.” 


Prof:  “What  do  you  know  of  Latin  Syntax?” 
Frosh:  “Did  they  have  to  pay  for  their  fun,  too?” 


HOMEBUMMING 

First  year:  It  has  been  an  entire  year  since  I last 

appeared  before  the  portals  of  this  great  institution.  I 
shall  never  forget  the  stirring  graduation  speech  delivered 
by  Governor  Nice  on  that  memorable  day  in  June. 

Second  year:  Yes,  this  is  the  second  Homecoming  I've 
attended.  Pretty  good  speech  by  Nice  on  graduation  day, 
eh  wot?  (No,  buddy,  I'm  not  a Freshman). 

Third  year:  Hi,  Charlie!  How’s  the  boy?  Yeh — Who 
was  the  bloke  that  gave  that  speech  back  at  graduation. 
I thought  he  would  never  end!  Yeh — have  one. 

Fifth  year:  Hi,  Jo!  Howsh  Trixsh?  Yeh — -Yea  team! 
Team!  TEAM!  Three  cheersh  for — for — for — shay! 
W1  lat  school  is  this,  anyway? 

Tenth  year:  “Dear  Rosy:  I’m  very  sorry,  but  I shall 
not  be  able  to  attend  Homecoming.  My  mother-in-law  is 
coming  to  stay  with  us  for  two  seeks.” 


— II.  Somers. 


Riled  by  a Raccoon  Rah-Rah? 


. . . tig/il  cm  Old  C/o/c/ 


ONLY  FINE  OLD  TO- 
BACCO can  give  that 
natural  aroma  and 
fragrance  of  Old  Gold 
cigarettes. 


When  you  get  your 


signals  crossed  and  have  to  attend  a Big  Game 
with  a Small  Potato  . . . don't  let  him  throw  you 
for  a loss.  Instead  . . . light  a fragrant,  mellow- 
mild  Old  Gold,  hitch  your  gaze  to  that  handsome 
halfback  . . . and  thrill  to  the  smoothness  of  both! 


(G  H.  Lorillard  Co.,  Inc. 


. . . .TRY  A S^nvoot/i  OLD  GOLD 


AT  TRYING  TIMES 
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WE  wonder  how  recognizable  the 
campus  of  today  is  to  those 
grads  of  two  years  or  more  who  are 
returning  to  College  Park  this  Home- 
coming for  the  first  time  since  June, 
1933.  For,  since  our  own  Freshman 
days,  the  campus  has  changed  more 
than  the  resting  place  of  the  average 
ATO  pin.  Not  only  have  there  been 
many  much-needed  academic  changes, 
but  also  the  physical  aspect  of  the 
campus  has  undergone  many  altera- 
tions. 

For  instance,  when  we  were  Fresh- 
men, the  new  Shoemaker  Hall  was 
merely  another  toy  building  on  the 
Utopian  model  of  the  campus  in  the 
Library,  and  it’s  site  was  only  a con- 
venient shortcut  on  vespertine  sorties 
to  the  KD  house.  The  new  girls’  dorm 
also  existed  only  in  embryo,  and  the 
Dairy  Building  was  a dingy  white 
structure  from  which  the 
Horticulture  Building- 
stood  disdainfully  aloof. 

The  road  to  the  men’s 
parking  lot  resembled 
nothing  so  much  as  a 
chart  drawn  to  show  the 
ups  and  downs  of  a typical 
campus  romance,  and  in 
place  of  the  present  steps 
leading  to  the  Student 
center  was  a treacherous 
incline  that  made  a per- 
fect ski  jump  during  the 
icy  months. 

Yes,  since  those  ante- 
diluvian days  when  we 
wore  rat  hats  and  wrote 


out  a set  of  rules  for  the  Sophomores  to 
obey,  a formal  garden  has  been  set  up 
in  back  of  Margaret  Brent ; the  Student 
Center  has  changed  its  appearance 
externally  and  internally;  the  old  mis- 
shapen flagpole  which  was  snapped  in 
half  the  night  one  of  our  teams  com- 
pleted an  undefeated  season  has  been 
replaced;  and  even  Morrill  Hall,  the 
Old  Lady  of  the  Campus  has  spruced 
up  a bit  for  what  we  hope  will  be  a 
final  fling. 

We  wonder  how  many  changes  will 
have  taken  place  when  we  return  in 
1940,  and  how  many  of  them  we  will 
notice.  Not  too  many — -for  we  expect 
to  be  spending  most  of  our  time  trying 
to  connect  names  with  faces  of  our  old 
classmates,  worrying  Rosy  Pollock  for 
just  a couple  more  tickets  for  the  game, 
and  wondering  if  Zalesak  remembers 
how  much  it  is  we  still  owe  him. 


exactly  as  other  graduates  will  be  doing 
this  Saturday. 

It  has  been  pointed  out  to  us  that 
this  is  virtually  the  only  column  on 
the  Hill  that  has  not  mentioned  Fay 
Reuling  this  year.  And  since  it  seems 
to  be  a truism  that  no  campus  column 
is  worthy  of  the  name  until  it  has  com- 
mented on  the  Kappa  Cliinx,  we 
hereby  correct  our  grievous  omission 
and  fall  in  with  the  rest. 

We  would  have  done  so  sooner  had 
we  not  been  suffering  from  a delusion, 
left  over  from  our  Freshman  days,  that 
Reuling  was  not  so  much  a person  as  a 
state  of  mind. 

We  present  Jerry  Sacks’s  suggestion 
for  enlivening  the  next  All-University 
Night.  He  believes  that  this  would  be 
the  ideal  place  and  time  for  a gigantic 
multiple  wedding  in  which  at  least  ten 
pairs  of  campus  leaders 
would  participate.  Might 
we  suggest  that  it  would 
be  a good  idea  to  have 
the  preacher  stand  on  an 
improvised  platform  built 
over  one  of  the  basketball 
hoops  and  perform  the 
service  from  there.  Then, 
after  the  ceremony,  all 
the  couples  could  step 
right  into  the  boxing  ring, 
which  most  think  is  the 
most  appropriate  place 
for  the  start  of  the  typical 
modern  marriage. 

( Continued  on  Page  19) 


“ Tut  tut  Sir  Reginald,  / think  we’ve  lost  the  scent.” 
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IT’S  A GRAII  LIFE 


. . . Intimate  glances  of  visiting  alums  as 
portrayed  by  our  Revolving  Reporter 


Every  year  on  Homecoming  day,  perhaps  the  busiest 
place  in  t lie  University  is  Rosy  Pollock’s  office.  It 
seems  that  these  old  boys  are  trying  to  bleed  Rosy  for  a 
few  free  ducats  for  the  Clipping  Contest.  Left  to  right  are: 
Honest  Abe  Isrealson,  '48,  the  boy  who  sold  the  Brooklyn 
Bridge  to  Steve  Brodie;  Fuzzface  Flannigan,  '89,  whose 
best  friend  is  his  mother;  Handlebar  Harry  Hauptstaadt, 

'96,  Head  of  the 
Outfumbling  De- 
partment at  Edin- 
burgh University; 
Tossie  Tuffs,  '89, 
former  grid  star 
with  the  M.  A.  C.; 
Horalger  Anthisis 
Biddle  - Smythe, 
'80,  Radio  Croon- 
er. Listen  to  Mr. 
Biddle  - Smythe's 
theme  song  next  Wednesday  “Anthisis  Romance;"  and  in 
the  foreground  Benjamin  Turpin,  ’22,  professional  poetry 
reciter.  Mr.  Turpin’s  eyes  became  entangled  while 
trying  to  “Cross  The  Bar.’’ 

And  in  front  of  the  New  Student  Center  we  find  Roscoe 
Noodles,  ’15,  waiting  at  the  gate  for  Gertie,  but  little  did 
he  know  that  Gertie  played 
him  dirtie  and  went  to  the 
Navy  Game  with  Mid- 
shipman Mortimer  Adol- 
phius  St.  Johns.  Roscoe 
says,  “Thumbs  down, 

Gertie.  It'll  be  a rainy 
daisy  before  I home  come 
to  you.’’ 

While  Mortimer  makes 
his  way  toward  the  Kappa 
House,  our  scene  shifts  to 
Paint  Branch  on-the-rye. 

Here  Beta  Beta  Beta, 

Honorary  Fishing  Frater- 
nity is  sponsoring  its  annual  I lomecoming  swimming  party. 
The  boys  and  girls  are  preparing  for  a floor  show,  and  that 


devilish  little  thing  (at  the  far  right)  with  his  face  under 
his  arm  is  not  a chicken,  but  Sid  Mermaid,  Captain  of  the 

Maryland  Swim- 
ming Team.  Mr. 
Mermaid  now  put- 
ting on  his  make- 
up, is  getting  ready 
to  sing  his  own 
original  cute  little 
ditty;  “A  Pound 
of  Baloni,  A Little 
Saurkraut,  and 
You.”  At  a special 
request  of  the 
other  members  of  the  Fraternity,  he  will  do  this  number 
under  water. 

In  the  meantime  Spezer  Cruize,  99,  is  caught  from  a 
bird’s  eye  angle  by  our  fast  action  aero-cameraman.  He  is 
seen  speeding  down  the  boulevard  in  his  2 cylinder  Moon 
(special  de  luxe  model  1912),  endeavoring  to  make  the 
kick-off.  Mr.  Cruize  has  been  delayed  by  a flat  tire  (seen 
placed  beside  him)  and  a missing  cog  in  his  high-speed  gear. 
His  children, 
in  the  back 
seat,  are  seen 
playing  drop 
the  handker- 
chief. There 
is  a baby  in 
the  family, 
but  it  seems 
that  they 
dropped  it  in- 
stead of  the 
handkerchief. 

Mr.  Cruize  says  concerning  the  game:  “I'm  sure  the 
Aggies  will  win  today,  if  that  durn  First  Attack  will  block 
out  the  end  so  the  pitcher  can  shoot  from  the  foul  line." 

And  so  we  end  out  intimate  interviews  with  the  Alumni 
on  Homecoming.  Let  s only  hope  that  those  playboys 
who  came  without  their  wives  won’t  have  to  go  through 
another  Homecoming  tomorrow. 
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(gratlpnge  Wt  Wpll  60 

IT  did  happen  upon  a tymc  that  ye  gude  knyghte  Gala- 
hade  of  Ye  Table  Rounde  didst  fare  forthe  from  Ye 
Calverte  Halle  in  search  of  Ye  Holye  Graile.  And  rydygne 
rughte  inerrilie  on  his  way,  ful  loudlie  didst  he  make  ye 
welkin  ryng  with  songe  of  suche  natur  as  “Ther  be  nanghte 
of  Kappa  Delta  up  at  Hopkyns.” 

And  as  he  rode  past  ye  Gymnasyum  ful  might ilie  didst 
he  twyste  and  turne,  thrustynge  hys  mailed  fynger  hither 
and  thither  wythin  hys  coat  of  tyn  (wych  he  had  pur- 
chased at  ye  Hardwayre  Store)  for  Galahade  had  ye  well- 
known  antes  inside  his  pantes.  Suddenlye,  just  as  he  had 
finallye  gotten  up  to  scratch,  he  didst  espy  at  ye  foote  of 
ye  hille  a village  faire,  wych,  from  the  number  of  beauteous 
damselles  sportynge  thereabouts,  he  didst  know  to  be  ye 
famous  Collyge  Parke.  And  since  it  was  the  custome,  God 
wot,  of  this  gude  knyghte  to  make  a sally  at  every  towne, 
he  didst  sally  forthe  into  ye  village. 

Doun  ye  I Idle,  onto  ye  Bowlynge  Greene  he  rode  as 
speedylie  as  any  Oistere  slidynge  doun  an  Asophogusse, 
but,  lo  and  beholde,  he  founde  ye  Greene  to  be  an  alleye. 
So  with  despaire  and  much  shame  he  betooke  himselfe 
from  Ye  Alleye  and  up  upon  hys  horse  he  gote  with  orbs 
downcaste.  And  as  he  off  woulde  ryde,  an  ancient  hagge 
with  bated  breathe  and  curled  haire  cried:  “Stoppe 

Kynde  Knyghte.” 

“And  why  so  bee,”  he  cried  aloofe. 

“Kynde,  Gentille  Knyghte,”  moaned  ye  hagge,  “do 
hyve  me  but  a syxpence  for  an  honeste  Lodgynge  and  I 
shall  tell  thee  of  whence  Ye  Holye  Graile  bee  found.” 
“Oy,  wicked  hagge,  darest  thou  to  brybe  Sire  Galahade, 
to  tell  hym  whence  Ye  Holye  Trythe  bee  founde.  Out 
wyth  it  or  I shall  slyce  thee  thynner  than  ye  average 
varlet’s  money-sack  after  ye  Junior  Promme  week-ende.” 
“Kynde,  gentille  Knyghte,”  she  moaned  wounce  more, 
“as  ye  Freshmenne  say  unto  ye  Fraternitye  meime,  ‘I  am 
at  your  biddynge.’  Beholde,  at  yonder  doore  thou  wilt 
find  that  wych  thou  seek'  st.” 

“Begone,”  returned  Sire  Galahade,  who  was  not, 
i’truth,  a Ladyes  Knyghte,  “before  I coffee,  Hagge, 
within  thy  face. 

And  so  ye  gude  Knyghte  Galahade  made  hys  waye  into 
the  castle  pointed  by  ye  olde  hagge.  He  swange  the  doore 
and  straight  waye  into  ye  grate  halle  went.  Such  ex- 
quisyte  sighte  had  he  nevere  seen,  not  even  in  Ye  Gude 
Kynge  Arthur’s  Halle.  From  ceilynges  hunge  lyghtes  of 
goldene  hughe,  and  bustlylynge  to  and  fro  were  ye  ser- 
vants carrynge  meets  and  sweets  to  ye  lumgerie  hunters 
and  ye  lazy  ladyes  of  ye  courte. 

“Bee  here  the  Holye  Graile?”  asked  Galahade. 

“No,”  boomed  a voice  from  behvnde  a mightye  stacke 
of  mugges.  “This  be  Ye  Varsytie  Graile  and  I be  Kynge 
Zale  . . . have  a check.” 

— Sires  Lytschert  <(•  Johnsonne. 


“ Gee  Mike,  it's  lucky  the  wind  was  blowing  right  over 
College  Park  on  Homecoming  Day!" 
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The  C'urst*  of  S|Msik- 
e;isies  or  Have  You  si 
Problem  i liilil  in 
Your  Home? 

Associate  Professor  Filbius  K.  Firt- 
snaggle’s  attention  was  diverted  from 
the  volume  of  “Night  Life”  by  the 
entrance  into  his  office  of  a troubled 
coed,  one  Mehitabel  Snirk.  Slowly 
raising  his  eyes  from  his  book,  he 
brought  them  to  rest  upon  the  fur- 
rowed brow  of  Miss  Snirk.  Suddenly, 
and  without  warning,  the  bewildered 
girl  unfurrowed  her  brow  and  the 
Professor’s  eyes  fell  to  the  floor  with  a 
jellyish  thud.  A strained  interlude 
followed  during  which  Filbius  re- 
trieved his  eyeballs,  coyishly  blushing 
the  while. 

“Yes?”  the  professor  said,  enforcing 
his  query  with  an  upraising  of  his 
generous  eyebrows. 

“Oh,  sir,  I wish  advice  ...  I am  in  a 
bit  of  a quandary.  But  how  can  I be 
sure  I can  trust  you  with  my  secret? 
Ah ! I have  it  . . . may  I see  your 
credentials?” 

“Never  mind  the  credentials.  Never 
in  my  thirty  odd  and  twenty-eight 
even  years  as  Associate  Professor  of 
Herbs,  Roofs,  Chicory,  and  Sundry 
Satire  Flora  of  the  Southwest  Corner  of 
Sassagassa  County  have  I failed  to  give 
good  advice  . . . How  old  are  you, 
dearie?” 

“Oh,  sir,  I thought  you  Associate 
Professors  of  Herbs,  Roots,  Chicory, 
and  Sundry  Native  Flora  of  the  South- 
west Corner  of  Sassagassa  County  would 
be  different.  Notwithstanding  my 
shattered  illusion,  I have  determined 
to  ignore  completely  the  insidious 
implications  of  your  query  as  to  my 
age.”  Mehitabel  made  this  righteous 
and  wholly  justified  statement  of  what 
was  what  while  setting  her  watch  by 
the  office  clock.  The  moment  she  had 
entered  the  office,  she  had  realized  that 
her  watch  and  the  old  wall  clock  were 
not  as  one  on  the  question  of  what 
time  of  day  it  really  was.  Her  first 
impulse  had  been  to  set  the  office  clock 
by  her  watch,  but  then  she  remem- 
bered the  beloved  old  legend  about  the 
( Continued  on  3d  cover ) 


The  spinster,  shocked  by  the  language 
used  by  the  two  men  repairing  tele- 
phone wires  near  her  house,  wrote  to 
the  company  to  complain  The  fore- 
man was  ordered  to  report  the  hap- 
pening to  his  superior. 

“Me  and  Bill  Winterbottom  were  on 
this  job,”  he  reported.  “I  was  up  on 
the  telephone  pole  and  accidentally  let 
hot  lead  fall  on  Bill,  and  it  went  down 
his  neck.  Then  he  called  up  to  me, 
“You  really  must  be  more  careful, 
Harry.” 

— Varieties. 


Stude  (twice  nicked  by  the  barber’s 
razor) : “ Hey  barber,  gimme  a glass 

of  water.” 

Barber:  “What’s  wrong  sir,  hair  in 
your  mouth?” 

Stude:  “Naw,  1 wanna  see  if  my 

neck  leaks.” 

— Cave  Man. 


It  has  been  rumored  around  the 
campus  that  Kappa  is  not  a sorority  at 
all;  it  is  just  an  attitude. 


“Mama,  is  Homecoming  a blonde  or  brunette? ” 
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THE  STORY  GOES  . . . 

and  goes  and  goes  and  goes 

i 

J.s-  reported  in  the  Diamondhaek — the  Story: 

Oliver  Abner,  reported  to  have  awakened  one  morning 
and  seen  a woman  in  his  room  with  a gun  in  her  hand,  is 
said  to  have  asked  her  what  she  wanted,  and  she  is  rumored 
to  have  replied  “revenge,”  upon  which  it  is  reported  that 
she  shot  him  dead,  after  which,  it  was  announced  today, 
that  she  is  said  to  have  said  it  was  the  wrong  man  she  shot , 
as  his  room  number  was  31  instead  of  13,  which  she  is 
reported  to  have  thought  it  was. 

As  written  by  a Freshman  for  a short-story-for-English 

— the  Story: 

Oliver  woke  up  with  a start.  He  saw  a woman  by  the 
door  with  a pretty  face.  There  was  a — yes  it  was  a — a— 
gun!  in  her  hand.  He,  being  scared  besought  the  welcome 
refuge  of  his  voluminous  counterpane,  but  not  wishing  to 
appear  unduly  alarmed  said,  “What  are  you  doing  here?” 

“ I w ant  re- 
venge,” she  said. 
1 Then  she  shot 

him.  He  was  dead. 
She  went  over  to 
him.  He  is  not 
the  — not  the  — 
right  man,  she 
said.  What  have 
I done.  What  have 
I done.  She  flew 
to  the  door.  The 
number  said  31.  “I  have  been  wrong.  I thought  the 
number  was  thirteen.”  she  cried  in  great  dismay.  You  see, 
she  had  been  hunting  for  a man  in  a room  thirteen-  -but 
this  room  was  room  thirty-one.  She  had  been  mistaken 
about  the  number  on  the  door,  or  had  not  read  it  correctly. 
The  number  was  supposed  to  be  thirteen! 

• 1 s handed  in  by  an  Advance  Comp  student — the  Story: 

. . . Dawn  . . . the  sun  crept  over  the  horizon;  stretched 
out  slender,  golden  fingers  . . . brushed  the  slight  gossamer 
of  dreams  away  from  the  opening  eyes  of  Oliver  . . . 
morning  again! 

Then  he  saw  her.  Standing  by  the  door  . . . draped 
wildly  in  ice-blue  velvet.  Who  was  she?  Who  could  this 
lovely  apparition  be?  . . . Strange,  about  her  eyes  . . . 
frozen  velvet  . . . blue  like  her  dress.  Piercing  him  . . . 
There  was  a revolver  in  her  hand  . . . staring  at  him,  like 
her  eyes  . . . 

“Why  are  you  here?”  his  voice  sounded  hoarse  . . . 
strange  . . . 

“Revenge  . . .”  her  voice,  like  deep  bells  tolling  . . . 
death  bells  . . . ! 

The  shot,  shattering  the  velvet  silence!  The  shot! 


Silently  the  girl  moved  toward  him.  Aghast,  she  saw 
his  face  . . . The  wrong  man!  How  could  it  be!  One 
slender  white  hand  clutched  the  smoking  revolver.  Her 
face  was  pale  green,  and  her  lips  jutted  out  vividly  red. 
Then  on  impulse  she  moved  on  velvet  feet  to  tin*  door  . . . 
The  number  . . . 31  . . . 31  . . . not  . . . 13  . . . 

As  written  by  an  English  Major , who  teas  ashed  why 

didn't  he  go  take  np  Agriculture  or  something  in  the  first 

place. 

Oliver  awakened  slowly,  consciousness  pouring  into  his 
mind  like  cold  honey,  and  pushing  aside  ruthlessly  last 
night’s  dreams,  like  tear  gas  in  a women’s  industrial  strike. 

Then  he  saw  the  woman  standing  there  like  a pale 
chrysanthimum,  a dress  of  eye-blue  velvet  upon  her.  Her 
eyes  were  mad,  like  two  wet,  blue  bumblebees.  There  was 
an  automatic  in  her  hand,  and  her  fingers  clutched  it  like 
five  ropes,  tied  tightly.  Puzzled,  Oliver  asked  her: 

“What  do  you  want?”  His  voice  sounded  like  a pencil 
being  sharpened  on  a sharpener. 

“Revenge.”  She  said,  in  a voice  like  a distant  xylo- 
phone. Then  she  aimed  her  gun  and  shot  him  dead.  His 
blood  ozzed  like  cranberry  sauce  on  his  salt-white  pillow. 

Then,  like  a frightened  caterpillar,  she  rushed  to  him, 
suspecting  something  wrong.  She,  looking  at  him,  gasped 
like  an  unwatered  chicken,  and  turned  like  a stick  on  a 
lathe,  to  the  door.  The  number  read  thirty-one,  and  it  was 
supposed  to  have  been  thirteen! 

She  screamed  in  a voice,  which,  oddly  enough,  sounded 
like  a woman’s  voice — screaming. 

As  related  at  the  sorority  tables: 

“But  I tell  you,  He  shot  HER!” 

“Oh,  you’re  crazy.  She  shot  him  one  night  just  before 
he  went  to  bed  . . .” 

“ Listen,  you  two,  now  I heard  from  a definite  source 
that  she  shot  . . .” 

“It  wasn’t  with  a gun  at  all.  It  was  a knife.  Now 
listen,  I oughta  know  . . .” 

“What’s  all  this? — oh  the  shooting — well  a Phi  Delt 
told  me  ...” 

“Aw  listen,  I know.  He  shot  himself  because  there  was 
a man  in  his  dining  room  last  Saturday  night,  and  lie 
thought . . .” 

“Are  you  all  goofy?  I know  it  was  with  Mike  Johnson’s 
gun,  because  I was  up  to  the  Library,  and  I heard  . . .” 

“Everyone  knows 
that  Oliver  was  a per- 
fectly— ” 

“Oliver?  Oliver 
who?  ” 

“The  guy  that  was 
shot 

“His  name  wasn’t 
Oliver.  Bill  told 

me  . . .” 


( Continued  on  page  13) 
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WE  were  called  out  in  alarm  the 
other  day  when  some  brighteyed 
stooge  awoke  to  the  fact  that  here  on 
the  campus  certain  constructions  have 
been  made  with  apparently  no  purpose 
at  all.  This,  of  course,  caused  im- 
mediate snooping,  but  it  was  alia  false 
alarm  we  discovered.  We  are  speaking, 
incidentally  of  those  salt-shaker-like 
constructions  atop  the  Newer  and 
Better  campus  buildings.  That  is, 
they  are  like  salt-shakers  from  a 
distance,  but  who  cares  about  them 
except  from  a good  long  distance 
anyhow. 

The  more  learned  of  the  University 
inmates  call  them  cupolas. 


Our  investigation  led  us  first  to  the 
head  plaster  mixer  at  the  New  Arts 
and  Sciences  building,  a Mr.  Limey, 
with  a perpetual  list  to  leeward  which, 
we  learned  later,  came  from  getting 
pretty  well  plastered  day  in  and  day 
out  for  twenty  years.  We  asked  him 
what,  if  any,  use  there  was  to  the  white 
cupola  on  the  building.  He  told  us 
that  he  had  refused  to  answer  that 
very  question  a cupola  hundred  times 
already,  but  that  if  we  would  promise 
not  to  tell  any  one  else,  he  would  let  us 
in  on  the  secret.  We  told  him  it  would 
only  be  published  in  The  Old  Line, 
and  he  said  oh,  that  was  all  right. 

“There's  a cute  little  idea  up,”  Mr. 


Limey  informed  us,  “among  the  more 
irresponsible  of  you  students  to  get 
several  of  the  Deans  up  there  one  fine 
May  morning  and  then  take  the  ladder 
away.”  Mr.  Limey  thought  that  the 
Deans  could  last  a long  time  in  the 
cupola,  especially  if  the  airport  would 
cooperate  with  a feeder  plane,  and  it 
sounds  like  good  publicity  to  us. 

We  went  next  to  the  new  Dormitory 
for  Women.  There  were  a few  women 
laborers  busy,  in  the  traditional  female 
manner,  with  shovels  and  wheel- 
barrows, just  to  give  the  building  a 
feminine  atmosphere.  We  approached 

( Continued  on  page  22) 


“ More  over  in  the  middle,  son,  you're  upsetting  papa's  nice  equilibrium!" 
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. . . y '.see.  Duchess  . . . it’s  more  like  chess  than  checkers  . . . you 
can't  get  it  down  to  a definite  formula  . . . there  re  manifold 
possibilities  that  call  for  different  plays  . . . but  she's  got  it  ..  . 


UNCTIONI NG  as  an  information  bureau  for  local 
Montagues  and  Capulets  is  a lot  more  fun  than  being 
an  index-card  file  of  the  Twelfth  Century  dynasty  of 
cockroaches.  Pollvana  was  right.  And  that’s  what  keeps 
Teeboo  going  Around  the  Hill. 

Prize  story  of  the  month  concerns  the  young  Freshman 
coed  from  N.  Y.  who  was  speeding  along  the  blvd.  very 
much  in  excess  of  the  limit  . . . when  she  suddenly  espied 
the  be-motorcyeled  figure  of  a state  policeman  in  her 
mirror.  Taking  quick  stock  of  the  situation  with  charac- 
teristic swiftness  and  clarity,  our  heroine  pressed  her  toe 
even  farther  down  on  the  accelerator,  headed  for  the 
nearest  gas  station,  jammed  on  screeching  brakes  . . . and 
hopped  out  of  her  car  and  into  the  ladies'  rest  room  in  one 
motion  . . . Out  she  came  several  moments  later,  smiled 
broadly  and  seemingly  contentedly  at  the  world  in  general, 
drifted  past  our  state  policeman,  who  looked  like  a 
stormy  sea  suddenly  solidified  . . . and  so  to  her  car  and 
out  on  the  blvd.  once  more. 

Second  place  to  the  Sylvester  Hall  Frosh  who,  rising 
late  and  discovering  he  had  no  shirt  for  the  day,  sent 
roommate  Frosh  to  get  his  wash  and  handed  over  his 
laundry  number-slip.  Second  Frosh  sped  to  the  Engi- 
neering Auditorium,  sat  there  for  upwards  of  half  an  hour, 
returned  and  reported,  “No  laundry.”  Answer:  Our 

hero’s  number-slip  was  S-l  . . . Honest  . . . 

Two  time-honored  collegiate  customs,  the  acquisition 
on  the  part  of  the  male  population  of  a sufficient  weight  of 
vest-chain  chest-brass  to  bow  both  shoulders,  and  that  of  the 
women  to  have  a longer  string  of  multi-colored  prom  pro- 
grams on  their  wall  or  in  their  scrap-book  than  sorority 
sister  Tessie  next  door,  seem  to  have  become  a definite  part 
of  that  inspiration  which  a well-rounded  four-year  period 
of  higher  education  at  College  Park  has  to  offer.  Coeds 
with  nothing  more  to  show  than  an  unused  invitation  to 
their  President’s  Reception  and  anything  less  than  four 
ticket  stubs  to  first-nights  at  the  National  have  been  known 
to  commit  hara-kiri  or  seppuku  in  sheer  self-defence  after 
( ’ommencement. 

There  is  a somewhat  indistinct  line  of  demarcation 
between  those  baubles  which  gentlemen  yearn  to  afix  to  a 
ady-friend’s  bosom  and  which  they  seemingly  takel 


malicious  delight  in  dangling  before  the  eyes  of  the  campus 
on  grandfather’s  solid  (/old  watch-chain.  And  it's  not 
simply  a matter  of  quality;  pearl  or  diamond  studs;  but 
rather,  sentiment;  and  when  a college  man  goes  senti- 
mental, Teeboo  gives  up  and  leaves  him  lying  there,  still 
kicking. 

Note  to  Homecomers:  I della  Horsey,  after  lo!  these 

many  years  is  wearing  Howard  Tippet’s  Delta  Sig  sparkler 
. . . sic  semper  tyrannus.  The  Unger-Deckman  Prince 
George’s  Post  enters  its  second  week,  with  Venemann  at 
the  helm,  and  the  “cypress-slender  minister  of  wine” 
ruling  the  copy-desk.  First  it  was  “Hot  Oscar”  Eby,  then 
Bozie  Berger,  then  Bill  Johnson  and  Pete  King  . . . and 
now — Tom  Birmingham  ...  all  gentlemen  who  date  seven 
different  coeds  on  seven  successive  and  very  evidently 
keep  the  peace.  True,  Casanova  didn’t  have  the  selection 
these  boys  have  . . . but  Teeboo  still  feels  certain  that  said 
gent  was  very  much  over-rated. 

A long-time  guess  with  a fervent  prayer  . . . Pyke 
Johnson  and  Ann  Carver,  love  in  the  afternoon;  Flo 
Waldman,  Bud  Hammerlund,  radios  and  gardenias.  Take 
any  local  couple  who  have  been  going  together  for  quite 
awhile,  and  still  are  . . . and,  invariably,  their  favorite 
sentimental  ditties  will  date  back  to  that  time  when  they 
first  met.  Take  Our  Duchess  . . . “Stars  Fell  on  Alabama;" 
Jean  Miller  . . . “I’m  in  the  Mood  for  Love;”  Dick  Hunt 
. . . “Neighbors”  . . . and  Teeboo  . . . “East  of  the  Sun.” 
Neither  Milly  Chapin  or  Tom  Robertson  have  favorite 
songs  . . . which  proves  something  also. 

Gordv  “ice-cube-bucket”  Hammond  has  very  definitely 
taken  “Great  Dane”  Dawson’s  place  as  the  greatest  little 
man  on  the  campus.  Dean  Appleman  and  Doc  Richardson 
sat  on  the  St.  John’s  side  at  the  Md. -Johnnies  grid  tussle 
. . . their  cheering  ample  proof  they  though  it  to  be  Mary- 
land's . . . and  were  very  blue  at  the  end  of  the  first  half. 
Needless  to  say  . . . Teeboo  is  happy  over  this  Jean  Hamil- 
ton-Ralph  Gray  combine.  And  so  to  the  linotype,  bearing 
heavily  in  mind  the  words  of  University  of  Chicago  Presi- 
dent Hutchins:  “A  lecture  course  in  that  method  whereby 
the  contents  of  the  instructor’s  notes  get  into  the  notebook 
of  the  student  . . . without  passing  through  the  brains 
of  either.” 
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rx.cm  w rhapsody 

Editor’s  Note:  Arley  Unger,  ’31,  holds  not  only  the  dubious  honor 
of  being  the  Old  Line’s  first  business  manager,  but  being  an  M.  A.  in 
history  as  well,  is  the  person  most  qualified  to  tell  the  following  story  of 
how  this  venerable  publication  was  launched. 

DEAR  GARDNER;  Thank  you;  Maybe  you’d  like  to 
know  something  of  the  history  of  the  Old  Line. 
There’s  a word  for  it,  I think,  something  like  geneology. 
Over  in  that  there  State  of  Virginia  they  set  a great  deal  of 
store  by  the  word  . . . you  know  . . . they  cook  up  some 
coat-of-arms,  etc.,  and  plaster  it  with  latin  phrases  like 
Nulla  Vestigia  Restrorsum,  or  anything  you  might 
fancy  . . . 

Well  here’s  your  geneology.  The  Old  Line  was  born  of 
desperation.  Jimmie  Andrews  (ATO,  ’31),  who  probably 
was  the  all-time,  all-universal,  all-revolving  multilateral 
campus  big  shot,  found  himself  with  no  major  activity  for 
the  year  ’30-’31,  so  he  patched  up  the  Old  Line,  an 
allegedly  humorous  magazine  (despite  what  you've  done 
to  it). 

Ads  had  to  be  forthcoming,  so  one  day  when  I wasn't 
thinking  very  fast  he  talked  me  into  trying  to  sell  them. 
The  backlog  was  a cigarette  ad  to  run  on  the  back  cover. 
Without  that  the  whole  proposition  would  be  a wash-out. 

We  contacted  with  drawings  of  a proposed  magazine, 
and  they,  very  appropriately,  and  very  consistently, 
smiled  and  said  they'd  think  it  over. 

We  gave  up  . . . logically  enough. 

Then  one  fine  June  night  at  the  Rotary  Dance  (June, 
’30),  we  saw  the  agency  representative  (albeit  in  a very 
uncertain  state)  and  the  contract  was  signed  . . . Radius 
is  the  god  of  fortune.  If  you  feel  bad  about  your  lowly 
beginning  remember  that  Lincoln  was  born  in  a drafty 
cabin  (so  they  tell  me).  The  Old  Line  had  its  Natal 
Day  even  if  it  was  unfair  to  agonized  labor. 

But  the  child  had  dietetic  troubles.  Jimmie  put  out  a 
first  issue  that,  it  was  said,  “Tended  to  corrupt  the  morals 
of  the  students.” 

Anyway  Jimmie  had  several  official  and  academic  con- 
ferences, which,  like  all  conferences  came  out  even  . . . 

After  that  the  Old  Line  staggered  through  the  col- 
legiate year,  coming  out  whenever  Jimmie  got  the  urge, 
getting  a notice  here  and  there  . . . 

We  never  dreamed  of  the  Omnibus  you  now  have  . . . 
Nulla  Vestigia  Restrorsum  . . . 

Salutations,  Jimmie, 

Yours, 

— Arley  Ray  Unger. 


“I  fell  downstairs  with  two  pints.” 

“Did  you  spill  any?” 

“No,  I kept  my  mouth  closed.” 

— College  Life. 


Elmer  ran  a dingy  old  general  store  in  a small  hick  town 
in  the  well  known  “mountains  of  Kaintuck,”  and  during 
the  fifty  years  of  his  life  he  had  never  been  farther  than  a 
day’s  horseback  journey  away  from  home.  But  in  his 
fifty-first  year  he  yielded  to  the  solicitation  of  his  daughter- 
in-law  in  New  York  to  pay  her  a visit.  When  he  came 
back,  his  neighbors  naturally  dropped  in  to  hear  his 
opinion  of  the  big  town. 

“Well,  Elmer,  what  do  you  think  of  New  York?”  one 
inquired  the  day  after  his  return. 

Elmer  uncoiled  about  six  feet  of  arms  and  legs,  adjusted 
his  specs,  and  spat  with  deadly  accuracy  into  the  stove. 
“Well,”  he  began,  “New  York  is  some  town,  all  right. 
Cars  scootin’  like  lightnin’  over  yer  haid,  dang-burned 
long  trains  a-divin’  underground,  buildin’  so  blamed  high 
ye  cain't  see  the  tops  of  ’em,  millions  o'  miles  o’  paved 
streets,  an’  autos  a-chasin’  ye  all  over  the  street.  It’s  a 
big  town,  all  right,  but  it'll  never  be  a success.  It’s  too 
damn  fur  away.” 

— The  Stoic. 


The  following  correction  appeared  in  a small  town  paper: 
“Our  paper  carried  the  notice  last  week  that  Mr.  John 
D—  is  a defective  in  the  police  force.  This  was  a 

typographical  error.  Mr.  1) is  really  a detective  in  the 

police  farce.” 

— The  Stoic. 


“Come  Achmed,  must  you  eat  crackers  in  bed ?” 
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“Sure  it  was  Oliver.  And  the  man  that  shot  her  was 
under  the  . . 

“Shot  w ho?” 

“Was  anyone  shot?” 

“Yeah.  Two  kids  playing  with  a rifle,  1 hear  . . .” 

“What  a shame.  What  will  his  wife  say,  I wonder  . . .” 

“Who  will  they  get  for  a new  professor?” 

“How  did  he  do  it?  Hang  himself  . . .?” 

Ijp  How  the  Footlight  Club  Handled  it: 

Scene  I.  A room.  Abed.  Morning.  OLIVER  awakes, 
rubs  his  eyes.  The  WOMAN  is  standing  by  the  door, 
clutching  a revolver  in  one  hand;  her  chin  in  another. 
Outside  the  window,  foliage  is  showing.  (See  Crisp  for 
foliage).  On  the  bed  is  a bright  spread.  (Inquire,  M. 
Brent).  As  OLIVER  awakes,  WOMAN  takes  slight  step 
foreward. 

Oli:  (Grabbing  at  his  throat,  and  popping  his  eyes), 

We-el-el,  wh-wh-at-at  do  you  want?  (Thunder  sounds  to 
the  right). 

Wo:  (Her  lips  curling  high  in  a sneer).  R-r-r-reven- 

en-enge ! 

Oli:  (Trembling),  (visibly).  Oh,  but  come  come.  You 
do  not  want  to  shoot  me! 

Wo:  (Takes  another  step  foreward,  aims  the  gun). 

Bang,  bang!  (He  slumps). 

(If  someone  behind  stage  can  pound  something  at  the 
right  time,  the  WOMAN  will  not  have  to  say  “Bang,” 
herself,  but  intense  cooperation  is  necessary  here). 

W o:  There!  (She  goes  over  to  him.  and  her  expression 
changes).  What’s  this  anyhow!  Have  I made  a mistake? 
NOT  the  wrong  man.  Oh,  Oh.  (She  drops  the  gun,  and 
tears  at  her  hair.  Then  she  turns  and  strides  to  the  door, 
and  reads  the  number)  THIRTY-One!  And  here  all  the 
time  I've  been  thinging  . . . Well,  well,  well.  (A  siren  is 
heard  to  the  right).  She  drops  her  gun.  Although  she  has 
already  dropped  it,  she  must  manage  to  drop  it  again,  as 
effect  is  needed).  The  police!  Oh,  oh  . . . (She  stretches 
her  hands  heavenward,  about  a yard  and  a half  apart,  and 
her  head  falls  on  the  left  side,  as  the  curtain  falls). 

- — Christine  Kempton. 


“I  ’aven't  ’ad  a bite  for  days,”  said  a tramp  to  the 
landlady  of  an  English  Inn,  the  George  and  Dragon. 
“D’you  think  yer  could  spare  me  one?” 

“Certainly  not,”  replied  the  landlady. 

“Thank  yer,”  said  the  tramp  and  slouched  off.  A few 
minutes  later  he  was  back. 

“What  d’yer  want  now?”  asked  the  landlady. 

“Could  I have  afew  words  with  George?”  said  the  tramp. 


By  Theodore  Erbe 

We  can’t  rid  ourselves  of  this  “Revival  of  Classicism” 
that  is  being  staged.  The  critics  sing  of  Cornell,  Gielgud, 
the  bunts,  Howard,  and  their  works  in  Shakespeare. 
Ethan  Frame  and  The  'Tale  of  Two  Cities  have  been  flick- 
ered. Pride  and  Prejudice  has  visted  upon  us  lately  at  the 
National.  Nelson  Bell,  local  critic,  has  spoken  of  nothing 
else  but  the  “ Bard”  for  the  past  month.  Doctors  Nathan 
(grouchy  dean  of  the  critical  fraternity)  Atkinson,  (fab- 
riel,  Bencldey,  and  Sobel  are  muttering  and  rumbling 
about  it.  We  love  to  ignore  it,  but  we  can't;  we  wonder  if 
“Bard”  Shakespeare,  flitting  about  on  the  befitting  wings 
of  a literary  angel,  doesn't  feel  the  same  way. 

■ ■ BRIGHT  LIGHTS  ...  In  New  York  the  season  is 
shaping  out  nicely.  Maxwell  Anderson,  somewhat  pon- 
derous as  usual,  has  gained  attention  with  I V interest,  about 
a boy  (Burgess  Meredith)  who  seeks  to  avenge  his  father’s 
execution.  It  is  a starchy  play  for  social  justice,  and 
Meredith,  of  course,  is  fine.  Jubilee  and  Jumbo,  the  first  a 
satirical  operetta  full  of  thearical  veterans,  and  the  second 
a “ What-will-you-have,”  are  interesting.  At  Jumbo  you 
can  expect  to  see  Paul  Whiteman  balanced  by  his  chin  on 

the  tusk  of  an  elephant, 
leading  his  band  with  his 
big  toe — and  probably  see 
it.  Tobacco  Road,  seedy 
as  ever,  is  puffing  out  its 
second  year,  while  Three 
Men  on  .1  Horse  is  throw- 
ing them  quite  roughly 
into  the  aisles.  A good 
luck  omen,  being  an  early- 
season  melodrama,  is  Sight 
of  January  16  at  the  Ambassador.  It  brings  the  audience 
right  up  on  the  stage  with  surprising  effects.  Personal 
Appearance,  Squaring  the  Circle,  and  Strip  Girl  should  not 
be  overlooked.  Any  of  these  should  please  the  Maryland 
palate  while  on  the  New  York  weekend  or  vacation;  many 
will  appear  locally  later  in  the  year. 

| | RUMOR  . . . It's  been  rumored  that  Catherine 
Cornell  came  over  to  the  National  Theatre  several  weeks 
ago  in  a play  called  Romeo  and  Juliet.  “Bard”  Shakes- 
peare wrote  it.  They  say  Miss  Cornell  did  as  good  as  any 
historical  actress  in  the  leading  part.  Personally,  we 
didn’t  have  the  strings  on  the  6.60  per  performances 
required,  so  we  stayed  peacefully  at  home,  puffing  a pipe, 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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. . SWIYEL-IIRIKKEE  . . 

Notes  from  the  Editor's  easy  chair 


The  Editor,  Old  Line 
Dear  Sir: 

We  wish  publicly  to  thank  the 
Tri  Delts  for  building  their  new 
house  where  they  have.  Now  whenever 
the  Kappas  turn  us  down,  as  fre- 
quently happens,  we  can  Tri  Delt. 

Signed , 

The  Phi  Delts 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Old  Line 
Dear  Sir: 

Howinell  did  the  Old  Line  get 
hold  of  the  lovely  sofa  which  for- 
merly graced  the  sacred  precincts  of 
The  Diamondback  office?  Since  its 
removal  Editor  Hunt  expects  us  to 
turn  out  some  work.  Is  there  no 
rest  for  the  weary? 

Very  disgusted. 

The  Diamondback  Sports  Staff 


Dear  Mr.  Brooks: 

I think  your  magazine  is  the 
best  publication  on  the  Hill.  One 
of  the  reasons  I like  it  is  that  it 
doesn't  have  any  boring  columns  in 
it  like  Ether  This  or  That.  After 
all,  who  wants  to  read  about  Bach. 
Most  of  the  people  would  rather 
drink  it. 

Sincerly  Yours, 

Robert  Litschert 


Editor  of  the  Old  Line: 

Dear  G.  B. , 

I wish  to  announce  publicly 
that  I am  not  the  father  of  Grill, 
Junior.  And  if  I receive  any  more 
little  blue  sweaters,  I swear  I'll 
close  the  place  for  good. 


Zal 


EASY  WAY  TO  HANDLE  A CHAPERON 


CHAPERON  (A) 

LOOKS  DAGGERS 
AT  STUDENT  (g) 
DANCING  WITH  GIRL 
IN  LOW  - NECKED 
DRESS.  STUDENT 
DUCKS  DAGGERS 
WHICH  STRIKE  BOX 
OF  POP  CORN  AND 
PIERCE  HOLE  IN 
BOX.  POP  CORN 
LEAKS  OUT  ON  TO 
LIGHTED  STOVE  (6) 
AND  IS  IMMEDIATELY 
POPPED.  BLUEBIRD 
(D)  SEES  POP  CORN 
AND  THINKS  IT  IS 
SNOW.  STARTS  TO 
FLY  SOUTH  WHICH 
RELEASES  TRAPDOOR 
(D  AND  ALLOWS 
LITTLE  GIANT 
SUPERCHARGED 
STRATOSPHERE 
BALLOON  (F)  TO 
ESCAPE  HOOKING 
CHAPERON  AND 
TAKING  HER  UP  FOR 
A BETTER  VIEW 
OF  THE  MOON 


0 ® 


..  AND  AN  €A$Y  WAY  TO  ENJOY  a PIP€ 


SPECIAL  Process 
REMOVES  BITE 

MUHC.  ALBERT'S  EXTRA  EEAVOR  ANO 
ARE  DUE  TO  TOP-QUALITY 
“ ™ PLUS  A SPECIAL  PROCESS 

tobacco,  PLUS  froM  the 

that  removes  all  comes 

-uNcE  t,n.  -o 

than  any  other  smokino 

■Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 
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Robert  P.  Smith 
Potentate  of  Almas  Temple 


Whitney  W.  Jones 
Potentate  of  Boumi  Temple 


WELCOME 

CLEAR  the  road,  bring  out  your  band,  and  polish  up 
your  instruments,  boys,  we  are  on  parade  today. 
Its  Homecoming! 

The  University  of  Maryland  is  proud  to  have  as  co-hosts 
to  its  annual  Homecoming  the  Potentates  and  Nobles  of 
Boumi  Temple  of  Baltimore  and  Almas  Temple  of  Wash- 
ington. 

We  are  even  more  proud  to  have  these  distinguished 
visitors  claim  the  use  of  our  campus  for  the  first  joint 
ceremonial  in  the  history  of  the  Shrine.  We  join  Potentate 
Robert  Smith  of  Alinas  and  Potentate  Whitney  Jones  of 
Boumi,  in  welcoming  Imperial  Potentate  Leonard  Steuart, 
our  friend  and  alumnus,  Governor  Harry  W.  Nice,  and  the 
Potentates  of  other  Temples  which  dot  the  map  from 
Chicago  to  the  coast.  Their  presence  lends  an  atmosphere 
unique  and  glamorous  to  the  program  of  the  day,  and  adds 
color  to  the  football  game  with  the  “Generals”  of  Wash- 
ington and  Lee  who  will  meet  the  “Terrapins”  in  the 
game  which  always  proves  tense  and  exciting,  and  which 
typifies  the  best  in  Sportsmanship. 


SHRINERS! 

With  a fanfare  and  the  tramp  of  marching  feet  Shriners 
will  usher  in  this  football  game  and  add  to  it  the  thrill 
which  always  goes  with  the  Shrine  in  its  many  under- 
takings. It  will  be  an  occasion  long  to  be  remembered. 

Also  with  pride  we  welcome  Governor  Nice  to  our 
campus.  A visit  which  we  hope  he  will  enjoy  as  thoroughly 
as  we.  There  is  a true  satisfaction  in  feeling,  when  the 
Governor  visits  College  Park,  that  we  are  welcoming 
home  one  who,  respected  and  loved  by  all,  is  yet  “one 
of  us.” 

The  visitation  of  Boumi  and  Almas  Temple  also  is  a 
compliment  to  acting  President  H.  C.  Byrd  of  the  Uni- 
versity, of  whom  the  Almas-Boumi  Alibi  says: 

“Noble  Byrd  was  initiated  into  Almas  Temple  on 
February  2,  1923,  and  he  continued  to  be  a member  of 
this  Temple  for  seven  years,  when  he  was  kidnapped  by 
the  Nobles  of  Boumi  Temple — a loss  to  Almas  but  a 
distinct  gain  to  Boumi.  Since  that  time  his  allegiance  has 
been  divided  between  Almas  and  Boumi.” 
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Virginia  makes  the  book  column  t his 
week  with  Ellen  Glasgow’s  Vein  of 
Iron.  The  vein  of  iron  in  this  story  is 
that  quality  which  keeps  a heretical 
Presbyterian  minister  and  his  family 
on  even  keel  during  a period  of  strain, 
disaster,  and  disgrace  culminating  in 
the  great  depression. 

The  Fincastle  family  had  con- 
tributed largely  to  the  little  town  of 
Ironside,  Virginia,  and  the  neighboring 
villages.  John  Fincastle  had  been  able 
to  secure  an  English  education  and  had 
returned  to  preach  in  the  little  Presby- 
terian church,  and  at  the  same  time 
write  a long  work  on  philosophy.  Even- 
tually a copy  of  one  of  his  books  got 
back  to  Ironside  where  it  was  read  and 
pronounced  heretical  by  the  presby- 
tery. John  was  unfrocked. 

He  remained  in  town,  making  a 
small  living  from  his  farm  and  his 
books. 

All  of  this  was  background  for  the 
story  of  his  daughter  Ada  and  Ralph 
McBride.  Ralph  always  wanted  Ada, 
and  Janet  Rowan  always  wanted 
Ralph.  While  Ralph  was  home  from 
Washington  and  Lee,  Janet  succeeded 
in  getting  her  father  to  believe  that 
Ralph  was  the  father  of  a child  she  was 
going  to  have.  Forced  by  village 
opinion  to  make  amends  where  there 
had  been  no  error  Ralph  married  Janet 
oidy  to  discover  that  she  was  not 
having  a child  and  never  could. 


Janet  finally  found  a man  she  liked 
better  and  divorced  Ralph  to  remarry, 
but  in  the  mean  time,  not  knowing 
this,  Ralph  and  Ada  spent  two  days  in 
a mountain  cabin  just  before  Ralph 
went  to  France  in  the  American  army. 

Ada’s  child  by  Ralph  made  her  a 
marked  woman.  The  very  children  in 
the  village  threw  rocks  and  mud  at  her 
and  called  her  names  they  shouldn’t 
have  known. 

The  war  made  work,  and  Ada  and 
her  father  moved  to  a nearby  larger 
town  and  found  themselves  in  the 
middle  of  a mild  prosperity.  Ralph 
finally  returned  and  married  Ada. 

Ralph  found  profitable  work  as  an 
automobile  salesman  in  those  pros- 
perous days  when  automobiles  were 
still  being  bought.  His  earning  power 
was  cut  short  by  an  accident,  the 
banks  failed,  Ada’s  work  vanished,  and 
finally  the  whole  family  appeared  in 
the  bread  line.  Still  the  vein  of  iron 
held  them  together  and  prevented  the 
family  and  individual  disintegration 
which  was  going  on  all  around  them. 

The  end  of  the  story  finds  them  back 
in  Ironside  full  of  hope  and  very  little 
else 

Miss  Glasgow’s  stories  are  seldom 
intended  as  moral  dissertations  but  this 
one  comes  perilously  near  being  just 
that.  No  more  sincere  appreciation  of 
the  “good  old  stock"  could  have  been 
combined  with  her  skillful  story  telling 


and  realistic  characters.  The  charac- 
ters are  real,  even  though  of  standard 
types,  their  problems  close  enough  to 
everyone’s  experience  to  make  them 
seem  personal  to  the  reader. 

In  the  list  of  non-fiction  one  of  the 
best  sellers  is,  strangely  enough,  the 
story  of  a man’s  experiences  in  an 
insane  asylum,  an  institution  which  in 
some  states  is  legally  unmentionable 
by  this  name.  William  Seabrook  sticks 
to  tradition  and  calls  his  book  Asylum. 

Another  in  the  same  non-fiction  list 
is,  believe  it  or  not,  called  A Woman’s 
Best  Years.  A good  many  women  are 
apparently  curious  to  find  out  just 
when  these  years  occur,  for  the  book  is 
high  on  the  list  of  sales. 

A red  hot  political  personalities  book 
is  announced  for  publication  in  a week 
or  so.  It  is  Our  Lords  and  Masters  and 
is  by  The  Unofficial  Observer,  who 
may  be  remembered  for  his  The  New 
Dealers. 

One  of  the  signs  of  approaching 
Christmas  is  a new  S.  S.  Van  Dine 
mystery.  This  year’s  is  called  The 
Garden  Murder  Case  and  has  to  do  with 
a group  of  horse-racing  people  cooped 
up  in  a pent  house  while  the  intellectual 
murder  and  his  intellectual  nemesis 
play  a game  with  an  occasional  pawn 
being  removed  just  to  keep  your  blood 
chilled. 
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and  recalled  that  grandma  could  sit  in  the  orchestra  to  see 
Bernhardt  for  fifty  cents. 

After  the  war,  when  talent  was  cheap  and  money  was 
free,  speculating  producers  and  managers  conceived  the 
notion  that  theatre  tickets  should  retail  for  Shylock’s 
pound  of  flesh.  They  haven't  changed  their  minds,  either, 
when  Warner  Bros,  ask  eleven  dollars  for  premier  seats  to 
Midsummer  Night’s  Dream.  The  belief  that  Mr.  Theatre- 
goer is  a sucker  is  weakening  the  support  of  legitimate 
drama  considerably. 

| PROGNOSIS  . . . An  amusing  antithesis  results 
from  the  bunts’  Taming  of  the  Shrew  and  the  Cornell 
Romeo  and  Juliet.  The  Shrew,  an  early  Shakespearian 
play,  is  full  of  buffoonery  and  raucous  capering.  Being 
farcical  and  far  from  serious  in  intention,  it  is  easily 
staged  and  played.  On  the  other  hand,  Romeo  and  Juliet 
is  written  in  Shakespeare’s  serious  vein  as  a mature  poet. 
It  is  most  difficult  to  produce  and  play,  and  has  led  to  the 
undoing  of  many  foolish  amateurs  and  an  equal  number  of 
ambitious  professionals.  Essaying  a bold  front  to  suggest 
that  M iss  Cornell  and  the  Lunts  are  equally  finished  and 
prolific  actors,  it  will  be  interesting  as  an  indication  of  the 
tastes  and  refinements  of  this  age  to  note  which  production 
will  receive  the  most  credit  and  which  the  most  renown. 
It's  too  early  yet  to  tell. 

| | ODDITIES  . . . Manhattan  does  not  see  Mary 
Boland,  Jubilee's  star,  in  a bathing  suit  as  Bostonians  did 
at  the  premier;  the  blue  pencil  operated.  For  the  past 
decade  it  has  been  considered  cricket  to  joke  about  the 
novice  playwright  who  always  wrote  plays  in  54  scenes. 
Herman  Shumlin  will,  in  Sweet  Mystery  of  Life,  have  54 
scenes,  and  might  ad  some  . . . Rosie  is  the  name  of  the 
living  elephant  in  Billy  Rose’s  circus-play  . . . The  jury  to 
decide  the  verdict  in  Night  of  January  16  is  picked  from 
the  audience,  and  paid  regular  $3  juror’s  fees.  Haupt- 
mann’s lawyer  and  Jack  Demsey  have  sat  in  the  box  . . . 
In  the  same  play  there  are  two  endings,  one  for  “guilty” 
and  one  for  “not  guilty”  . . . Walter  Hampden  surprises 
us  with  himself  in  Achilles  Ilad  a Heel;  he  is  a Nego  ele- 
phant keeper  . . . The  local  Alpha  Psi  Omega  "Meller- 
dramer”  Contest  is  doing  nicely  they  tell  us  . . . Paths  of 
Glory  was  so  like  What  Price  Glory?  that  it  failed  after 
twelve  performances;  theatre  “jinx”  they  call  it,  but 
maybe  the  public  had  sufficient  . . . The  stooge-foursome 
in  the  KD  Revue,  composed  of  Bartenders  Sacks,  Leishear, 
Hutton  and  Litschert,  walked  off  with  whole  show  in  the 
opinions  of  many;  we  think  theirs  the  best  slapstick  we'll 
see  this  year  . . . J.  B.  Priestly,  novelist-playwright, 
suggests  that  when  Three  Men  on  a Horse  comes  to  London 
it  will  probably  be  redubbed,  in  true  English  humorous 
fashion,  Some  Fellows  on  a Nag. 


It  seems  a young  man  on  his  way  to  a date  had  a flat 
tire.  He  got  the  flat  off  after  much  trouble  and  then  went 
to  the  rear  of  the  car  to  attempt  the  spare.  He  exhausted 
every  tool  in  his  kit  on  the  thing,  but  still  it  would  not 
come  off.  Finally  he  stood  swearing  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 
Imagine  his  embarrassment  to  find  the  minister  of  his 
church  behind  him  with  a very  disapproving  expression 
on  his  face. 

“Young  man,  why  don't  you  try  praying?”  said  the 
minister  sternly. 

Being  at  the  end  of  his  rope,  the  young  man  got  down 
on  his  knees  and  prayed: 

“O,  Lord,  please  loosen  this  tire  for  me.  Amen.” 

As  he  got  up  from  his  kneeling  position  he  touched  the 
tire  which  fell  off  into  the  road.  The  minister  stared 
open-mouthed  for  a moment. 

“Well  I’ll  be  damned!” 

— Sundial. 


What  a fool  I was  to  let  fat  ruin  my  life. 

— Marmola  Ad. 


The  scoundrel! 


Hm-m,  six  children,  and  not  a sign  of  a father.' 
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(Continued  from  page  5) 

While  writing  on  the  subject  of  dirt 
columns,  it  has  occurred  to  us  that 
campus  columnists  too  often  choose  to 
make  their  own  bread  by  making 
crumbs  of  others.  And  so  we  propose 
to  toss  a few  bouquets  to  the  following 
people  who,  by  their  merits,  have 
helped  console  our  disappointment  over 
never  having  made  the  dirt  column: 

To  Doctor  Spann,  for  the  steps  he 
has  taken  to  provide  reasonably  priced 
textbooks  for  his  future  classes. 

To  Mill  ie  Cochrane,  for  being  the 
Mystery  Woman  of  the  Campus,  for 
having  a score  of  admirers  whose  very 
existence  she  disdains  to  notice,  and 
for  her  devastating^  blue  eyes. 

To  Dean  Johnson,  for  being,  at  the 
same  time,  one  of  the  most  learned  and 
most  human  faculty  members. 

To  the  Kappas,  for  the  spirit  in 
which  they  have  taken  the  various 
cracks  publicly  addressed  to  them. 

To  Bob  Newman,  for  being  the 
Campus  Smoothie  and  yet  being  liked 
by  the  men  as  well  as  the  women. 

To  Jeanne  Solliday,  for  being  in  her 
own  way,  the  best-dressed  woman  on 
the  campus. 

To  A1  Farrell,  for  being  an  athlete 
and  refusing  to  dress  like  one. 

To  Ann  Carver,  because,  having 
been  thrown  into  the  limelight  by  her 
victory,  in  last  year’s  beauty  contest, 
she  has,  despite  all  appearances  to  the 
contrary,  remained  natural  and  un- 
affected. 

To  George  Fogg,  for  having  the  most 
thankless  job  in  the  University,  and 
for  being  one  of  the  swellest  persons  on 
the  campus  in  spite  of  this  handicap. 

A census  taker  asked  the  woman  at 
the  door:  “How  many  in  your 

family?” 

“Five,”  snapped  the  answer.  “Me, 
the  old  man,  kid,  cow,  and  cat.” 

“And  the  politics  of  your  family?” 

“Mixed.  I'm  a Republican,  the  old 
man’s  a Democrat,  the  kid's  wet,  the 
' cow’s  dry,  and  the  cat’s  a Populist.” 

— Whirlwind. 


A colored  preacher  at  the  close  of  his 
sermon  discovered  one  of  his  deacons 
asleep.  He  said,  “We  will  now  have  a 
few  minutes  of  prayer.  Deacon  Brown, 
will  you  lead?” 

Deacon  Brown  sleepily  replied, 
“Lead;  hell,  I just  dealt.” 

Little  Jack  Horner 
Sat  in  a corner 
Eating  a pumpkin  pie. 

He  put  in  his  thumb. 

And  his  mother  admonished: 

“John,  dear,  Emily  Post 
Frowns  upon  digital  extraction 
Of  plums.” 

— Wampus. 

About  ten  days  before  Homecoming 
you’ll  find  a lot  of  the  alums  going  into 
their  bosses’  offices  and  saying,  “Well, 
do  I have  a Loan-coming  or  not?” 
Whereat  you’ll  hear  a Moan-coming.” 
Ho  Hum coming? 


They  say  you  can  tell  a girl’s 
character  by  the  clothes  she  wears. 
Surely  some  girls  have  more  character 
than  that! 


FAMOUS  LAST  WORDS 

The  young  lieutenant  had  been  30 
seconds  late  on  parade,  and  was  in- 
curring the  wrath  of  the  C.  O.  later,  in 
the  orderly  room. 

“I'm  exceedingly  sorry,  sir,”  he 
apologized,  “but  I woke  so  late  there 
was  only  10  minutes  to  dress.” 

“Ten  minutes!”  barked  the  colonel, 
“why  boy,  I can  dress  comfortably 
in  ten  minutes.” 

“Yes,  sir,”  said  the  looie,  innocently, 
“but  I wash,  sir.” 

— Panther. 


FATAL  FUMES 

( ( ( 


MADAME,  if  your  husband’s 
surly  pipe  reminds  you  of 
burning  rubber,  won’t  you  please 
remind  him  to  get  a pack  of  pipe 
cleaners  and  a tin  of  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  Smoking  Tobacco?  Yes, 
it’s  that  milder  blend  of  Kentucky 
Burleys  you’ve  admired  in  other 
men’s  pipes.  Well-aged,  slow- 
burning,  cool  on  the  tongue,  fra- 
grant on  the  nose.  It’s  so  much 
milder  to  smoke  and  better  to  smell 
that  you  11  both  be  happier  when  he 
tries  it.  Buy  him  a tin  this  very  day! 

Brown  & Williamson  T obacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-5  1 1 


io 

TAKE  CAKE  Of 
MUr  PIPE 


....FREE 

BOOKLET 

tells  how  to  make 
i your  pipe  taste 
better,  sweeter. 
Write  for  a copy. 


It'  S 1 5^  — AND  IT’S  MILDER 


T wenty 
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i£>tanbarb 

Cngratnng 

Company 

0 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 

0 

Printcraft  Building 
930  H Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


• Campus;  3nn  • 

North  Charles  at  25th  Street 
Baltimore 

Serving  Maryland’s  Finest  Food 
Balcony  for  Private  Parties 
Stop  for  Dinner  after  the  Game 

University  1862 


Sherlock:  “Ah  Watson!  I see  you 
still  are  wearing  your  winter  under- 
wear.” 

W atson:  “Marvelous,  Holmes ! How 
on  earth  did  you  deduce  that?” 

Sherlock:  “Simple  enough.  You 

see,  you  have  forgotten  to  put  on  your 
trousers.” 


USED 

| 1933  Ford  Coupe  | 

"car 

1931  Ford  Roadster 

BARGAIN 

| Model  “T”  Collegiate  | 

VALUES 

4 

Dealers  in  New  Fords, 

Used  Cars  and  Service. 

Enjoy  the  fruits  of  good 
business  now  at 

Billhimer- Palmer 
Motor  Co. 

Greenwood  2057 

7 SPENCER  STREET 

Opp.  Arcade  Theatre,  Hyattsville 


“Lighthouse  him  no  good  for  flog.” 
says  Chinaman.  “Lighthouse  he  shline, 
whistle  he  blow,  flog  bell  he  ring,  and 
flog  he  coraee  just  the  same.  No 
glood.” 

— Fort  Washington. 


Hotel  Clerk:  “Why  don't  you  wipe 
the  mud  off  your  shoes  when  you  come 
in  here?” 

Man  from  Kentucky:  “What  shoes?” 
— Exchange. 


Caller:  “Is  your  mother  engaged?” 
Little  Boy:  “I  think  she's  married.” 


Diamondbax 

Crax 

Tax 

Ax 


“He’s  a fraternity  man.” 

“How  do  you  know?” 

“He  answered  to  four  names  in 
class  this  morning.” 


They  put  Air.  Blank  in  a private 
cell  because  he  was  too  crazy  for 
wards. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


Be  she  gone?  Am  she  went? 
Are  she  left  I all  alone? 

Her  can  never  come  to  me 
Us  can  never  go — to  she 
It  cannot  was. 

— Log. 


“I'll  have  you  know  that  I intend  to 
marry  a Sigma  Nu  and  a gentleman.” 
“Sorry,  lady,  that's  bigamy.” 

— Voo  Doo. 


“I  want  to  buy  a petticoat.” 

“Yes,  miss,  period  costumes  on  the 
third  floor.” 
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New  News! 

Much  news  isn’t  news;  here’s 
some  that  is!  MISS  JUNE 
BARNSLEY  is  now  the 
Maryland  representative  of 
L.  Frank  Co.  Our  store,  as  is 
well-known,  specializes  in  the 
youthful  clothes  that  fit  youth- 
ful allowances.  Be  sure  to 
consult  our  representative  be- 
fore buying. 

L.  Frank  Co. 

The  Store  of  Youthful  Fashion 

1200  F St.,  N.W. 

Consider  Your 
Audience! 

Any  little  frock  may  clothe  you,  but 
it  takes  a JUNIOR  DEB  model  to 
set  you  apart — as  the  Brightest  Gal 
at  the  Homecoming  Game,  the  Belle 
of  your  Big  Moment’s  Fraternity 
Formal,  or  the  Social  Success  of  the 
Rossbourg. 

We  consider  your  audience — AND 
your  allowance.  Sport  togs  to  for- 
mats, sizes  ii  to  17,  $16.95  to  $29.75. 

Junior  Deb  Shop — -Fourth  Floor 

P.  S.  — 5th  Floor  Shop  for  Juniors,  too — 
clothes  from  $5.95  to  $12.95. 


1214*1220  f STREET 


SOItll Y . . . 

But  this  page  will  only 
interest  the  Ladies 


^ ^ Don’t  let  the  weather  fool 
you  . . . Indian  summer  today,  but 
tomorrow  when  Winter  arrives  in 
earnest  you’ll  need  those  new  winter 
outfits!  Some  few  do  not  realize  that 
Washington  stores  for  women  are  per- 
fectly adapted  to  serve  Maryland 
coeds.  Many  specialize  in  outfitting 
young  women  at  prices  they  can 
afford;  they  have  shops  and  depart- 
ments solely  for  this  purpose.  They 
have  delivery  services  and  can  easily 
arrange  credit  accounts.  Transpor- 
tation is  more  than  easy — what  did 
Billy  get  the  new  car  for? 

^ On  this  page  are  features  of 
three  reputable  Washington  stores — 
Philipsborn,  Frank  L.  Jelleff’s  and 
L.  F'rank  Co.  You  can  see  the  newest 
Renaissance  gowns  at  these  stores,  the 
new  dresses  and  latest  creations  in 
chapeaux.  Your  best  and  most  ac- 
ceptable introduction  in  any  of  these 
stores  is  merely  “The  Old  Line  sent 
me  in.’’  They  stand  ready  to  serve 
you! 


liupdborn 

11*  Street  I Between  F G 


$50-50 

lt7s  the  new  belted  stroller 
with  a definite  1935  air 
about  it.  The  muff  will  be 
comfy  at  the  games!  Charge 
accounts  gladly  arranged. 

THIRD  FLOOR 
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Continuous  lintei- 
tainment  tvitli  a 
(treat  oast  of 
Broadway  Stars! 

REVUES 

DAILY! 


BILL  STRICKLAND’S  CAR- 
ITOL/ANS  with  A1  Norton 
M.  J.t  and  Judy  Ellington. 

• 

LUNCH 
Saturday,  50e 
DINNER 

Saturday,  Sunday,  MOn 
Never  Any  Cover  Charge  at 


40c 


LOWS 

RpNtnurant  of  Distinction 
14th  and  New  York  Ave.  N.  \V. 


AT  LEAST  HE’S  HONEST 

Auctioneer:  “What  am  I offered  for 
this  beautiful  bust  of  Robert  Burns?” 
Man  in  Crowd:  “That  ain’t  Burns; 
that’s  Shakespeare.” 

Auctioneer:  “Well,  folks,  the  joke’s 
on  me.  That  shows  what  I know  about 
the  bible.” 

— Kitty  Kat. 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


(Continued  from  page  10) 

the  forewoman  of  the  workers,  a 
woman  named  Mrs.  Plash,  which  is 
just  a polite  way 
of  saying  Plush, 
and  asked  her 
what  the  cupola 
was  going  to  be 
used  for.  She 
said  that  it  wras 
provided  chiefly 
for  girls  who 
came  in  late,  and 
who  could  hie 
themselves,  un- 
noticed up  to  the 
cupola  to  sleep. 

This  seems  a very  fine  idea,  except  that 
after  sleeping  in  a circle  all  night,  the 
girls  might  find  it  difficult  to  straighten 
themselves  out  with  the  housemother. 

She  also  added  that  some  of  the 
campus  cupolas  would  be  used  for  the 
Annual  Frosh-Soph  struggle.  “A  new 
kind  of  tug  of  war  is  being  planned,” 
she  told  us,  “which  will  take  place  in 
the  Cupola — any  Cupola.  Whichever 
side  wins  will  really  win  because  the 
losers  will  roll  down  the  roof.”  She 
told  us,  too,  about  a University  out 
west  which  had  done  the  same  thing, 
but  when  the  Sophs  were  pulling  on  one 
side  of  the  roof,  and  the  Freshmen  on 
the  other,  a Junior  stood  in  the  middle 
and  cut  the  rope,  so  that  both  sides 
lost  and  the  University  had  to  close 
for  two  years. 

This  we  didn’t  think  very  cheering, 
but  were  satisfied  anyhow. 

Never  let  it  be  said  that  a progres- 
sive institution  like  Maryland  ever 
constructs  anything  which  will  be  of 
no  use. 

— Jean  Solliday. 


Judge : “ How  many  children  do  you 
have,  Mirandy?” 

Mirandy:  “Well,  Judge,  I has  two 
by  my  first  husband,  one  by  my  last 
husband,  and  then  I has  two  of  my 
own.” 

— Battalion. 


“Are  you  secretly  married  to  her?” 
“Naw,  she  knows  it.” 

— Shipmate. 


Rumor  has  it  that  the  name  of  Shoe- 
maker Hall,  the  new  A.  & S.  building, 
has  been  changed  to  “Uncle  Toni’s 
Cabin.” 


CITRIC  ACID 

Floridian  (picking  up  grapefruit  in 
California  store):  “Is  this  the  largest 
lemon  you  can  grow  in  your  state?” 
Californian:  “Please  don’t  pinch  the 
grapes,  if  you  don't  mind.” 


“The  thing  for  you  to  do,”  said  the 
doctor  to  the  man  with  frazzled  nerves, 
“is  to  stop  thinking  about  yourself  and 
bury  yourself  in  your  work.” 

“ Gosh ! ” returned  the  patient.  “And 
me  a concrete  mixer.” 


“Look  at  that  funny  man  across  the 
street.” 

“What’s  he  doing?” 

“Sitting  on  the  pavement  talking  to 
a banana  peel.” 

—Log. 


He  who  laughs  last  has  found  the 
real  meaning. 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


Young  Man:  “Sir,  I want  your 

daughter  for  my  wife.” 

Father:  “And  I,  sir,  am  not  willing 
to  trade.” 


CORRECTION! 

The  address  of  Billhimer -Palmer  Co. 
was  listed  as  “No.  8 Spencer  Street ” in 
our  Greek  Number,  instead  of  “No.  7.” 
We  correct  the  error  and  repeal,  the  ad- 
vertisement. 


— Sour  Owl. 
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A firm  kept  a book  in  which  each  employee  was  required 
to  write  his  name  every  morning,  together  with  any 
excuse  he  might  have  for  being  tardy. 

The  first  man  always  gave  as  his  excuse,  “train  late,”  and 
the  others  followed  suit  by  writing  “ditto.” 

One  morning  when  the  usual  number  of  “dittoes”  had 
followed  the  first  man’s  excuse,  it  was  seen  that  he  had 
written:  “Wife  had  twins.” 

— Providence  Journal. 


“I’d  like  to  buy  a baseball  glove.” 

“Yes,  sir.  What  kind?” 

“Any  kind,  just  so  it’s  a pitcher’s  glove.” 

“Well,  here’s  a nice  pitcher’s  glove  made  of  the  finest — 
“I’ll  take  it.  Let's  see,  now,  I’ve  got  a baseball  glove, 
a postage  stamp,  a lamp  shade,  dustpan,  small  manhole- 
cover,  ash  tray  and  coffee  can.  That’s  everything  but  the 
triangle  like  pool  players  put  the  balls  in  to  line  them  up 
for  a game.” 

“What  are  you  collecting  all  that  stuff  for?  Are  you 
playing  that  party  game  called  Scavengers  that  I’ve  heard 
so  much  about?” 

“No,  I am  not  may  be  playing  a game — I’m  getting  this 
stuff  for  my  boss!  He  wants  some  inspirational  models — 
he’s  a women’s  hat  designer.” 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


The  Objects  of  Dressing  . . . 

. . . are  to  be  distinguished  and  in 
good  taste.  You’ll  find  our  clean- 
ing and  laundering  comes  up  to 
your  expectations. 

TOPPER 

Berwyn  242  # On  the  Boulevard 


Finest  in  Quality  « « « Lowest  in  Price 

RINGS  ♦ BELTS  ♦ JEWELRY 
By 

JENKINS 

“ Supplying  the  school  with  it's  finest  jewelry 

See  Bill  Johnson  303  A Section 

Ready  for  Winter? 

TRe  «i@J6  Hub 

Baltimore,  Charles  and  Fayette 

^iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiliiiiiiiiiiiiiiliiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii^ 
g costumes  to  order  costumes  shipped  everywhere  g 

TELEPHONE  VERNON  3473 

I A.  T.  JONES  & SONS  1 

1 Since  1868  1 

( COSTUMES  ( 

Mask  Balls  ....  Dress  Suits 

1 Theatricals Operas 

| 823  N.  Howard  Street  Baltimore,  Md.  | 
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My  writin's  got  me  in  a jam 
My  profs  don't  know  how  smart  I am 
I'll  remedy  this  condition  deplorable 
I'll  buy  an  Underwood  Champion  Portable. 

Smart  student — will  get  more  work 
done  neater,  faster  and  have  more 
time  for  fun. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 
Company 

Room  228  Homer  Bldg.,  13th  and  F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Sales  and  Service  Everywhere 


Enjoy  the  Benefits  of  Edison’s 
Discovery — Electrify  Your  Home!!! 

WESTING  HOUSE 

Ranges,  Refrigerators,  Radios, 
Vacuum  Cleaners,  and  Appliances 

Hyattsville  Hardware  Co. 

HYATTSVILLE,  MARYLAND 


NASTY 

A fiery-tempered  Southern  gentleman  wrote  the  follow- 
ing letter: 

“Sir,  my  stenographer,  being  a lady,  cannot  type  what  I 
think  of  you.  I,  being  a gentleman,  cannot  think  it. 
You,  being  neither,  will  understand  what  I mean.” 

— Sundial. 


MEMORIES  OF  A STREET  CAR  RIDE 


THE 

EMERSON 

HOTEL 


One  of  Baltimore’s  smartest  hotels 
that  provides  for  its  guests  an  ex- 
ceptionally high  order  of  service, 
cuisine  and  comfort. 

Private  rooms  and  banquet  halls 
for  every  occasion. 

Attractive  lounge  and  cocktail 
room  on  lobby  floor. 

MODERATE  RATES 


“Passengers  are  requested  not  to  put  their  feet  on 
motorman  while  the  car  in  in  motion.” 

“Passengers  are  requested  not  to  stick  head  or  arms  out 
of  seats.” 

“ Passengers  are  requested  not  to  put  seats  out  of 
window  while  motorman  is  in  motion.” 

“500  dollars  fine  for  talking  to  the  motorman  of  this 
car.” 

“Keep  head  and  arms  off  floor  while  motorman  is 
talking.” 

— Tiger. 


We  specialize  in 
printing  posters, 
programs,  tickets, 
circulars  and  an- 
nouncements for 
University  functions. 

KEYSTONE 

Printing  Co.,  Inc.,  Hyattsville 

(' Continued  from , page  8) 

wall  clock  in  the  office  of  the  A.  P.  II. 
R.  C.  S.  N.  F.  S.  C.  S.  C.  According  to 
the  legend,  the  old  wall  clock  had  never 
missed  a tick  and  only  three  tocks 
since  that  memorable  day  so  many 
years  ago  when  Classmate  Hauser 
Kancellpuss,  ’63,  had  so  generously 
donated  the  stately  old  timepiece  to 
the  institution.  It  is  said  that  Class- 
mate Kancellpuss  awoke  one  Sunday 
morning  after  the  Homecoming  of  '67 
to  find  the  old  clock  and  a terrible 
headache  in  bed  with  him.  The  head- 
ache and  Kancellpuss  since  have 
been  lost  track  of  and  only  the  clock 
and  the  legend  remain. 

“ Miss  Snirk,  I shouldn’t  go  so  far  as 
to  say  I am  growing  restive,  but  how 
about  that  quandary  of  yours?”  By 
this  time  the  Professor  had  gotten  out 


the  handy  little  electric  razor  his 
mother-in-law  had  given  him  and  had 
shaved  one  side  of  his  face  three  times 
and  the  other  side  twice. 

“Really,  Professor  Firtsnaggle,  I 
hardly  know  where  to  begin,  it’s  all  so 


tragic  and  so  very  real.  Why  should 
this  have  to  happen  to  me?  It’s  not 
fair,  really  it’s  not.  My  mother  had 
such  a bright  future  planned  for  me, 
too.  And  I was  just  about  to  realize 
my  greatest  ambition — to  be  the  first 
Kappa  not  to  date  an  ATO  for  a period 


of  thirty-one  days.  Now  all  is  at  an 
end.  It’s  too,  too  terrible.”  At  this 
point,  even  the  most  casual  observer 
could  see  with  only  half  an  eye  that 
things  were  starting  to  indeed,  come 
to  a climax.  (Author’s  note:  Never 

mind  the  split  infinitive.  I’m  a 
Business  Ad.  student,  you  hair-splitter). 

“Whatever  is  the  matter,  Mehitabel, 
I’m  practically  all  ears.” 

“Look!  look!”  screamed  Mehitabel 
from  above  the  professor’s  desk  where 
she  was  hanging  from  the  chandelier 
with  one  hand  and  lifting  her  dress 
above  her  ankles  with  the  other, 
“LOOK!” 

“ Why  you  poor  dear,  you've  each 
shoe  on  the  wrong  foot,  respectively.” 
“Well  I'll  be  damned!  And  for 
twenty  years  I’ve  been  thinking  I was 
club-footed!” 

— John  Bell. 


A girl  with  horse  sense  is  one  who 
knows  when  to  nay. 


Drunk  (to  splendidly  uniformed  by- 
stander): “Shay,  call  me  a cab,  will 

ya?” 

Splendidly  Uniformed  Bystander: 
“My  good  man,  I am  not  the  door- 
man; I am  a naval  officer.” 

Drunk:  “Awright,  then  call  me  a 

boat.  I gotta  get  home.” 

— Pitt  Panther. 


“Thank  goodness,  I got  away  at  last. 
I just  had  a dance  with  the  hostess  and 
it  was  terrible.  Have  you  danced  with 
her  yet?” 

“I  don’t  have  to.  I’m  the  host.” 


“Look  my  good  man,  don't  you  think  you're  taking  your 
mental  psychology  too  seriously?'' 


There  is  no  substitute 
for  mild , ripe  tobacco. 


United  States 
Treasury’  Building 


from  1900  up  to  1934  the  leaf 
tobacco  used  for  cigarettes  in- 
creased from 

13,084,037  lbs.  to 
326,093,35 7 lbs.; 

an  increase  of  2392% 


During  the  year  ending  June  30, 
1900,  the  Government  collected 
from  cigarette  taxes 

$3,969,191 

For  the  year  ending  June  30, 
1934,  the  same  taxes  were 

$350,299,442 
an  increase  of  8725% 
— a lot  of  money. 

Cigarettes  give  a lot  of 
pleasure  to  a lot  of  people. 


]Vt ore  cigarettes  are  smoked  today  because 

more  people  know  about  them— they  are  better  advertised. 

But  the  main  reason  for  the  increase  is  that  they  are  made 
better — made  of  better  tobaccos;  then  again  the  tobaccos 
are  blended — a blend  of  Domestic  and  Turkish  tobaccos. 
Chesterfield  is  made  of  mild,  ripe  tobaccos. 


Everything  that  science  knows  about  is  used  in 


making  it  a milder  and  better-tasting  cigarette. 


We  believe  you  will  enjoy  them. 


© 1935,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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ftaooks 


TER  NUMB 


On  Our  Fourth 
Anniversary 

. . . The  fact  that  Mary- 
landers say 

Til  meet  you  at 

the  Grill ! " 

convinces  us  that  our 
efforts  to  please  have 
been  successful. 

Varsity  Grill 

E.  F.  ZALESAK,  '25,  Prop. 

« « Deliveries  after  8 p.  m.  » » 
Berwyn  300 


“ Ford  Beauty  is 
Lasting  Beauty 


Billhimer-Palmer 
Motor  Co. 


Authorized 
“ Ford  Dealers  “ 

7 Spencer  St.  Hyattsville 

Greenwood  2057 


LIGHTS!  CAMERA!  AUCTION! 
(A  Bridge  Story) 

North:  “I  bid  one  heart.” 

East:  “I  bid  a spade.” 

South:  “Two  spades.” 

West:  “Bye.” 

N.:  “Three  hearts. 

E.:  “Three  spades.” 

S. : “Four  hearts.” 

W.:  “Bye.” 

N.:  “Five  hearts.” 

E.:  “Five  spades.” 

S. : “Six  hearts.” 

W.:  “Bye.” 

N . : “ Seven  hearts . ’ ’ 

E.:  “Seven  spades.” 

S. : “Double!” 

W.:  “Bye.” 

N.:  “Bye.” 

E.:  “Redouble!” 

S. : Okay,  West,  you’re  dummy. 

Lay  down  your  hand.” 

West:  “Er  . . . there  must  be  a 

misdeal  ...  I don’t  have  any  cards!” 

— M asquerader. 


LADY  LUNA 

“What  makes  you  think  there  is  a 
woman  in  the  moon?” 

“Well,  for  one  thing,  no  man  would 
stay  up  there  that  long  and  be  out 
every  night,  alone.” 


It  seems  that  one  of  t lie  fresher 
Freshmen  was  in  need  of  a date  to  go 
to  something  or  other,  so  what  did  he 
do  but  call  up  a girl  whom  he  knew 
real  well: 

“Hello,  Mary  Jane,  whatcha  doing 
Saturday  night?” 

“ I gotta  date.” 

“And  the  Saturday  after  that?” 

“1  gotta  date.” 

“And  nex’  Saturday?” 

“ Gotta  date.” 

“Gee,  doncha  ever  take  a bath?” 


H>tantiarti 

Cngrabtng 

Company 

0 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 

0 

Printcraft  Building 
930  H Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 
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WITH  ITS  FIRST 


WINTER  ISSUE 


Two 


T II  E OLD  LINE 


GUILTY 

A hot  Tennessee  afternoon  sun  beat  down  on  the  little 
court  house,  sending  oblique  rays  of  light  through  the 
dusty  windows.  At  his  desk  the  judge  slumbered  peace- 
fully, while  below  him  the  clerk  drowsed,  lulled  to  sleep 
by  the  snores  of  the  jury.  The  only  sound  in  the  court 
room  was  the  buzz  of  the  flies  against  the  windows. 

The  door  opened  and  into  the  room  walked  the  sheriff 
followed  by  a young  boy.  The  sheriff  roused  the  judge 
who,  in  turn,  awoke  the  clerk  and  bade  him  bring  the  jury 
to  life.  When  all  were  attentive,  the  sheriff  shifted  his 
chew  and  announced  impressively,  “Jedge,  I got  me  a 
prisoner.”  With  one  accord  they  all  turned  to  view  the 
stranger,  and  were  well  satisfied  with  what  they  saw.  Tall 
and  handsome,  and  straight  as  an  arrow  was  this  young 
lad,  and  his  clean-cut  face  denied  the  possibility  of  crime 
However,  the  judge  felt  he  must  go  forward  with  the  case, 
so  he  brushed  a little  dust  off  the  desk  and  leaned  forward 
over  it.  “Wal,  what’s  the  charge?”  The  sheriff  looked  a 
little  guilty,  cleared  his  throat,  spat,  and  said:  “He  done 
killed  his  old  man,  yer  Honor.”  The  judge  turned  to  the 
lad.  “Is  that  right,  son?”  “Yes,  sir,  I killed  him.  Blew 
his  head  often  with  the  shotgun.”  The  judge  settled  back 
in  his  chair  and  looked  quizzically  at  the  boy.  “Wal, 
mebbe  you-all  bed  better  tell  usen  yer  story.” 

The  lad  nodded,  and  straightening  his  shoulders  he 
threw  his  fine  head  back  and  began.  “Wal,  it  bed  been  a 
rainin’  up  in  Zeke’s  Holler  fer  aboot  three  days,  and  me 
and  the  old  man  lied  been  sittin’  round  doin’  nothin'  all 
that  time  so,  finally,  when  she  stops  Pop  sez,  ‘Wal,  son, 
peers  as  we  mite  greeze  the  hay  rick  terday.’  So  we  goes 
out  lo  the  barn  and  I goes  ter  look  at  the  front  wheels  and 
Pop  he  looks  at  the  rear  wheels.  ‘Wal,  son,’  he  sez,  ’peers 
ter  me  as  we  ought  ter  greeze  the  hind  wheels  first.’  ‘No, 
Pop,’  I sez,  ‘we’ll  greeze  the  front  mis  first.’  ‘You  goldang 
fool,’  he  sez,  ‘we’ll  greeze  the  hind  uns  first.’  ‘Why,  you 
sawed-off  son  of  er  stuck  pig,’  I sez,  ‘we’ll  greeze  the  front 
uns.’  ‘No,  you  cross  ’tween  a skunk  and  a yeller-snake, 
we-all  is  goin’  ter  greeze  the  hind  uns’.” 

Here  the  young  lad  shuffled  his  feet  for  a moment,  and 
then  looking  straight  ahead  said:  “And,  ye  know, 

.1  edge,  if  I hadn’t  shot  the  dagnab  fool,  why,  we  would  ah 
greezed  them  hind  wheels  fust.” 

— Jack  o'  Lantern. 


There  was  a young  lady  named  Banker 
Who  slept  while  flic  ship  lay  at  anchor; 

She  awoke  in  dismay 
When  she  heard  the  mate  say: 

“Now  hoist  up  the  topsheet  and  spanker!" 


Thx  F.  X.  H ornxr  Tyxwritxr  Company 
X vanston,  Illinois 

Gxntlxmxn : 

Wx  hxrxby  wish  to  acknowlxdgx  rxcxipt  of  your  ship- 
mxnt  of  Fxbruary  thx  texnty-sixth,  of  onx  of  your  Xxtra- 
Spxcially  Quixt  Typxwritxrs. 

Howxvxr,  upon  opxning  thx  cratx  and  unpacking  thx 
machinx  wx  find  that  for  thx  timx  bxing  wx  shall  bx 
sorxly  handicappxd.  In  gxnxral,  thx  typxwritxr  is  in 
pxrfxct  mxchanical  condition,  xxcxpt  for  onx  dxtail. 
Through  somx  xrror  of  assxmbly,  thxrx  sxxms  to  bx  a 
rathxr  xmbarrasing  omission — thxrx  is  no  lxttxr  on  thx 
machinx  for  “x,  ” thx  fifth  lxttxr  of  thx  alphabxt. 

Will  you  plxasx  bx  so  kind  as  to  xitlixr  sxnd  us  anothxr 
machinx,  or  havx  this  onx  sxrvicxd  as  soon  as  possiblx. 
Thank  you. 

Sincxrxly, 

Xric  Wxlls,  Prxsidxnt 
THX  XXCXLSIOR  XNSILAGX  CO. 

— Voo  Doo. 


Punster:  “Have  you  heard  the  new  locksmith’s  song?” 
Victim:  “No,  I’ll  bet  it’s  a peep!” 

Punster:  “Latch  keys  and  make  up.” 


ANTI-CLIME-AX 

This,  she  told  herself,  was  the  dress  to  do  the  trick. 
For  weeks  she  had  longed  to  be  loved  by  him;  held  tightly 
in  his  arms,  adored.  Nowr  came  her  supreme  moment. 
The  grand  ball  at  the  hotel  supplied  the  opportunity,  her 
new  dress  the  allure.  It  was  daringly  cut,  low  in  front  and 
lower  in  back.  Its  slinky  fabric  clung  to  her  body  re- 
vealing every  sinuous  curve,  suggesting,  tempting,  yielding. 
He  was  there  now,  waiting  for  her.  Slowly,  in  all  her 
enchanting  glory,  she  entered  the  room.  He  looked  up  and 
suddenly  a new  and  tender  light  came  into  his  eyes.  He 
looked  her  over  from  head  to  toe,  seeming  almost  to  see 
through  the  thin  film  of  fabric  to  all  that  lay  beneath. 
He  was  hers  now,  she  knew  it.  He  seemed  unable  to  take 
his  eyes  from  her  and  she  waited  breathlessly  for  the  first 
words  of  love.  In  a caressing  voice  he  murmured,  “Ger- 
trude, you'll  be  damn  cold  in  that  dress.” 

■—Punch  Bowl. 


“My  end  draws  near,”  said  the  wrestler,  as  his  op- 
ponent bent  him  double. 


Gargoyle. 


Smacked  by  a Sappy- Santy? 

. . . Aif/A/  rt  /7  AjArA A/oAA 


ONLY  FINE  OLD  TOBACCO 
can  give  that  natural  aroma 
and  fragrance  of  Old  Gold 
cigarettes. 


When  a messy  mistle-toad 
takes  advantage  of  an  old  Christmas  custom  to 
cop  a kiss  . . . don't  let  it  hamper  your  happy 
holiday.  Just  light  a mellow,  honey-smooth  Old  Gold 
and  its  appealing  taste  will  tell  you.  that  despite  the 
phoney  Santies  . . . there  is  a Santa  Claus. 


£ P,  Loriliard  Co..  Inc. 


FOR  MERRY  TIMES  . . . LIGHT  A MERRY  OLD  GOLD 


Four 


THE  OLD  LINE 


We  Nominate• ** 

The  Old  Line’s  Hall  of  Fame 


• SAMUEL  AGER  LEISHEAR  ...  6 foot  1 inch  . . . 

horn  on  the  Eastern  Shore  of  Maryland  . . . discovered 
picking  up  strawberries  . . . speaks  only  in  his  native 
tongue  . . . Captain  of  band  . . . Treasurer  of  Senior  Class 
. . . Footlighter  . . . etc  . . . etc  ...  .‘3  Brickbats  for  being 
serious  while  taking  a Comparative  Anatomy  Exam,  after 
having  been  knighted  “Funniest  man  on  the  campus”  . . . 
Bouquet  for  always  being  able  to  smile,  even  when  under 
pressure. 

• AL  FARRELL..  . student  supreme  . . . aspiration  is 
Phi  Kappa  Phi  . . . disgusted  because  Phi  Beta  Kappa 
does  not  have  a chapter  here  . . . has  intelligent  cousin 
who  graduated  from  high  school  at  the  age  of  thirteen  . . . 
likes  chess  . . . checkers  . . . archery  . . . Nino  Martini  . . . 
Noel  Coward  ...  La  Tosca  . . . Disgusted  with  girls  ...  is 
a thorough  gentleman  . . . bouquet  for  always  taking  off 
his  hat  in  presence  of  ladies. 

• TOM  BIRMINGHAM  . . . embezzler  . . . did  turn 

for  cattle  rustling  . . . presently  engaged  in  manufacturing 
fake  toothpicks  . . . hobby  printing  five  dollar  bills  . . . 
likes  hard  cider  . . . dislikes  all  females  . . . dislikes  Dick 
Tracy  . . . Nick  Carter  . . . brickbats  for  taking  pennies 
from  blind  men's  cups. 

• CHARLES  BROCKWAy  HALE  . . . Member 

English  Department  . . . Phi  Beta  Kappa  . . . Director 
of  Footlight  productions  . . . bouquet  for  putting  on  swell 
shows  . . . bouquet  for  not  being  Dr.  Hale  when  with  the 
boys  . . . brickbats  for  laughing  at  some  of  the  jokes. 

• IVAN  NEDOMATSKY  . . . Boxer  par  excellence 

. . . rides  . . . fences  . . . swims  . . . reads  . . . likes  Milton 
. . . favorite  is  Paradise  Lost  . . . thinks  football  too  brutal 
. . . thinks  coeds  too  masculine  . . . bouquet  for  having  an 
uncle  who  tells  him  where  to  get  off  . . . brickbats  for 
pointing  when  ordering  French  pastry. 

• JANE  DELUCY  BIRD  . . . Transfer  from  North- 

western . . . Sophomore  in  the  University  . . . Father’s  an 
M.l).  in  Washington  . . . drives  own  car  . . . hates  boys  . . . 
very  aristocratic  . . . refuses  to  eat  a hot  dog  unless  first 
registered  at  Kennel  Club  . . . favorite  reading  is  in  Greek 
Classics  . . . seen  every  Saturday  night  at  the  Congres- 
sional Library  . . . quotes  Homer  . . . Shakespeare  . . . 
Dante  fluently  . . . drinks  gingerale  . . . milk  . . . occasionally 
orangeade  . . . three  bouquets  for  hating  stimulating 
beverages  . . . Clark  Gable  . . . chess  . . . brickbats  for 
boing  to  bed  at  ten  each  night  and  not  showing  herself 
around. 


• GEORGE  FOGG  . . . Member  University  library 

staff  . . . writes  book  reviews  . . . advises  Calvert  Debate 
Club  . . . thinks  Socrates  . . . Plato  . . . Aristotle  very 
loose  minded  thinkers  . . . ardent  admirer  of  Frank  Mer- 
riwell  . . . Tom  Swift  . . . Nick  Carter  . . . hobby  big  game 
hunting  . . . thinks  Maryland  students  are  very  intel- 
lectual . . . especially  coeds  . . . originator  of  petition  to 
convert  library  into  recreation  hall  with  tables  for  ping- 
pong  and  dancing  in  the  aisles  . . . favors  leaving  books  on 
shelves  for  ornamentation  and  Professors  . . . those  wishing 
to  study  will  find  ample  space  in  Seminar  Room  he  be- 
lieves . . . brickbats  and  no  bouquets  for  stopping  some 
poor  Freshmen  from  playing  football  in  the  south  end  of 
the  library  . . . bah ! 

• ROBERT  G.  LITSCHERT  . . . Writer  . . . Footlight 

sound  technician  . . . Bartender  par  excellence  . . . author 
. . . playwright  . . . born  at  a very  early  age  . . . timid  and 
retiring  . . . retiring  still  is  thing  does  best  . . . came  into 
world  under  Zodiac  sign  of  Pisces  the  Smoked  Salmon  . . . 
hates  to  be  hit  in  the  face  with  baked  apple  except  on 
Wednesday  . . . has  many  fast  friends  . . . any  would 
gladly  give  him  seventy-five  cents  change  for  a dollar  . . . 
hobby,  playing  Squash  and  Whist  . . . bouquets  and 
brickbats  for  wearing  those  striped  socks. 

• FAY  REULING..  . student  in  Universitate  . . . Kappa 
. . . noted  for  expert  horsewomanship  . . . takes  long  walks 
alone  into  fields  with  book  . . . and  dog  . . . likes  to  watch 
leaves  turn  color  . . . reader  of  “The  Bobbsey  Twins”  . . . 
thinks  modern  generation  too  brazen  . . . cannot  see  a 
young  lady’s  riding  from  home  to  a chaperoned  dance 
unchaperoned  and  then  staying  until  way  past  eleven 
o’clock  . . . hobby  is  sitting  by  open  fireplace  and  gazing 
at  burning  logs  . . . while  drinking  hot  milk  . . . also  likes 
tea  with  a small  squeeze  of  lemon  . . . knits  . . . plays 
badminton  . . . hates  swimming  because  water  is  always 
much  too  cold  at  first  . . . when  asked  her  opinion  of  Duke 
Ellington  said  she  had  never  read  any  of  his  poetry  . . . 
four  bouquets  and  seriously,  Fay,  for  maintaining  at  all 
times  that  delightful  air  of  aloofness. 

And  while  handing  around  these  bouquets  and  brickbats 
it  would  be  well-nigh  impossible  to  leave  before  giving 
CHARLES  LAUGHTON  five  bouquets  for  his  work  in 
“Mutiny  on  the  Bounty”  and  a small  bet  says  he  wins  the 
Academy  Award  with  it  again  . . . and  on  the  other  hand, 
five  brickbats  to  SOMEBODY  for  not  having  a traffic 
light  placed  at  the  gate  . . . and  five  more  brickbats  to  me 
for  writing  this  ...  so  long. 

— Jerry  Sacks. 


EASY  WAY  TO  STUDY  CHEMISTRY  SAFELY 


STUDENT  OPENS 
LABORATORY 
DOOR  CAUSING 
TRAINED  SEAL 
® TO  DROP 
BALL  — FIRING 
PISTOL  AND 
PUNCTURING 
BARREL®. 

WATER  RUNS 
DOWN  TROUGH 
ON  TO  WATER 
WHEEL®  WHICH 
TURNS  AND 
LOWERS  ARMOR- 
PLATED  SUIT  @ 
OVER  STUDENT  SO 
HE  CAN  PERFORM 
EXPERIMENTS  IN 
SAFETY.  IF  THIS 
DOESN'T  WORK 
DIVE  OUT  NEAREST 
WINDOW  — 


^ O A.  ^ ^ 


I WANTED  MILDNESS 
AND  REAL  FLAVOR- 
FOUND'EM  BOTH  IN 
PRINCE  ALBERT 


..  and  an  easy  way  TO  ENJOY  A PIP€ 


„ a i Vi put  is  RICHER- 

W,NCt  ALBE  T W1LDER 

yet  SMOOTHER  1T'c 

re"  IS  REMOVED.  ITS 

riiT^FOR  SLOW  BURN" 
CRIMP  CUT^  cn  PIPEFULS 

iWAW1 


Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 
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COHEN  CASHES  IN 

There  is  a story  about  a colored  man  who  was  about  to 
enter  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven  when  Saint  Peter  asked 
him  if  there  was  anything  he  wanted  before  he  entered. 

“Yezzah,”  he  replied,  “I'll  take  about  ten  thousand 
dollars  in  cash.” 

His  wish  was  granted,  and  the  next  in  line  was  a Mr. 
Cohen. 

“What  is  your  last  request?”  Saint  Peter  asked  him. 

Mr.  Cohen  replied,  “Just  give  me  about  ten  dollars 
worth  of  cheap  jewelry  and  that  last  man’s  address.” 

— Sundial. 


It  happened  at  a swell  tea  we  went  to  last  summer.  Our 
host  and  hostess  served  us  a wonderful  dinner,  and  after- 
wards all  of  the  guests  gathered  in  the  drawing  room  for 
coffee.  The  only  child  in  the  family  was  a little  girl  about 
six  years  old,  and  built  on  the  famous  Shirley  Temple  plan. 
In  the  midst  of  the  small  talk  and  chatter  in  the  drawing 
room,  this  little  girl  came  stamping  into  the  room,  drip- 
ping wet,  with  an  exasperated  air  of  frustration.  She 
fixed  herself  in  the  exact  center  of  the  room,  and  glared 
valefully  at  all  the  men  in  the  room,  while  the  water 
dripped  off  her  onto  the  floor.  Then,  pointing  her  fingers 
at  us,  she  exclaimed,  “Somebody  left  the  seat  up,  and  I 
fell  in!” 

— Cornell  Widow. 


There  is  a danger  in  carrying  a courtesy  too  far,  if  you 
believe  the  following:  On  a street  car  a man  gave  a 

woman  a seat.  She  fainted.  On  recovering  she  thanked 
him.  Then  he  fainted. 


She:  “Mr.  Gotrox,  I hear  that  since  you  made  your 

fortune  in  the  contracting  business  you've  become  a 
woman-hater.” 

He:  “Yes,  I've  spent  the  first  half  of  my  life  digging 
ditches  and  the  second  half  ditching  diggers.” 

— College  llumor. 


Farmer:  “What  do  you  do,  my  good  man?" 
Announcer:  “I  call  trains.” 

Farmer:  “Well,  call  me  one;  I’m  in  a hurry.” 

— Penn.  Stale  Froth. 
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• Lemons 

THE  prize  for  the  best  gate- 
crashing stunt  of  t lie  season  goes 
to  a Washington  and  Lee  faculty 
member  for  the  manner  in  which  he 
got  into  the  Maryland  Homecoming 
game.  According  to  the  King-turn  Kiri, 
student  newspaper  at  W.  & L.,  one  of 
their  more  ardent  professorial  football 
fans  who,  being  a professor,  naturally 
lacked  the  requisite  cash  for  the  game, 
walked  up  to  the  ticket -taker  carrying 
a lemon  in  each  hand.  When  asked 
for  his  ticket,  he  replied  that  he  was 
taking  the  lemons  in  for  the  team,  and 
was  passed  unquestioningly. 

• Chancer 

Speaking  of  prizes  and  the  Home- 
coming game,  we  feel  that  some  sort  of 
award  for  nonchalance  should  be  given 
to  a certain  Maryland  coed,  blanket- 
less  and  without  a hat,  she  sat  through- 
out the  entire  game,  bothered  not  in 
the  least  by  the  action  on  the  field,  the 
rain,  or  the  downpour,  completely 
engrossed  in  a volume  of  Chaucer. 

• Solitaire 

And  we  wonder  if  this  coed  could 
have  been  the  one  who  was  seen  passing 
the  time  at  the  St.  Johns  game  by 
playing  game  after  game  of  solitaire. 

• Shhhhhh! 

The  average  student  as  he  wearily 
dangles  his  feet  from  the  hill  to  Shoe- 
maker Hall  or  carelessly  wends  his  way 
up  the  trash  cans  in  the  basement  of 


the  Library,  little  realizes  what  mix- 
tures seethe,  sibilantly  silent,  beneath 
the  heavy  lid  of  the  cauldron  of  campus 
politics. 

Realizing  that  it  is  just  this  ignor- 
ance on  the  part  of  the  students  that 
has  brought  about  existing  conditions, 
The  Old  Line  proposes,  without  fear 
of  consequences,  accusing  no  one  and 
whitewashing  no  one,  to  tell  the  inside 
stories  of  certain  campus  affairs. 

In  the  first  place,  few  people  realize 
that  the  reason  behind  the  one  week’s 
silence  at  the  beginning  of  rush  period 
this  year  was  that  the  President  of  the 
Interfraternity  Council  was  on  a beach 
party  that  lasted  until  well  after  school 
had  begun. 

Secondly,  only  a select  few  are  aware 
of  the  fact  that  the  cross  country  team 
was  discontinued  because  the  old 
course  ran  directly  behind  Margaret 
brent  Hall,  and  the  girls  would  hide 
behind  the  building  and  pounce  on  the 
last  runner  to  pass.  Two  years  ago  all 
of  the  runners  were  bunched  together, 
and  the  referee  froze  to  death  waiting 
for  the  runners  to  come  in. 

And  speaking  of  Margaret  brent 
Hall,  few  persons  know  that  the  girls’ 
hockey  team  no  longer  has  a captain, 
since  the  time  that  the  captaincy  was 
decided  by  a taffy  pull  one  dark  night 
on  the  third  floor. 

• Banner 

With  the  Freshman  - Sophomore 
struggle  now  safely  in  the  past,  we  feel 
that  is  now  possible  to  tell  the  story  of 
a little  incident  that  caused  Sophomore 
Class  President  Oscar  Duley  a con- 


siderable amount  of  worry  for  no  little 
while.  It  seems  that  at  the  height  of 
the  recent  Frosh-Soph  hostilities,  the 
banner  of  the  latter  class  disappeared 
from  its  customary  resting  place  in  the 
bottom  drawer  of  Duley ’s  dresser.  An 
immediate  search  of  the  rooms  of  all 
the  Freshmen  was  instituted,  but 
proved  absolutely  fruitless.  Where- 
upon, one  Freshman  was  seized  upon 
as  a likely  culprit  and  ordered  to 
return  the  banner  by  a certain  hour. 

At  the  appointed  time  the  door  of 
Duley’s  room  was  opened,  and  a 
bundle  resembling  the  banner  in  shape 


and  size  was  thrown  in.  At  the  sight 
of  this  bundle  the  assembled  members 
of  the  Soph  Vigilance  Committee  were 
even  more  relieved  than  the  average 
Harry  Hopkins’  pensioner.  Their  joy, 
however,  was  short-lived,  as  the  pack- 
age proved  to  contain  nothing  more  or 
less  than  a pile  of  old  newspapers.  In 
just  about  five  minutes  time,  the 
Freshman  who  had  delivered  the 
papers,  had  traded  the  comparative 
comfort  of  his  room  in  “b”  section  of 
Calvert  Hall  for  the  icy  waters  of 
Paint  Branch. 

After  an  unrelenting  and  continued 
(Continued  on  next  page) 
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(Continued  from  page  7) 

fruitless  search  had  been  kept  up  for 
several  weeks,  the  banner  finally 
turned  up  in  the  room,  not  of  a Fresh- 
man, but  of  a Junior,  the  Managing 
Editor  of  the  Diamondhack,  who  had 
“borrowed"  it  in  the  hope  that  the 
resulting  friction  would  produce  a good 
story  for  the  paper.  He  had  been 
keeping  the  banner  in  his  own  dresser 
drawer,  and  was  forced  to  return  it 
when  an  unexpected  shipment  of  clean 
shirts  from  Hagerstown  left  him  with 
no  spare  space  in  his  bureau. 

• Library 

At  last  a practical  use  has  been  found 
for  the  Library.  We  refer  to  the  plan 
concocted  by  Johnnie  Bell  and  Herbie 
Smith  during  a dull  moment  in  their 
Mathematical  Theory  of  Investments 
class.  They  propose,  in  brief,  to  turn 
the  Library  into  a night  club.  The 
present  large  tables  they  would  have 
removed  and  replaced  with  smaller 
tables  or  the  more  intimate  booths. 
The  upper  stacks  would  be  taken  out 
and  a place  made  for  an  orchestra  on 
the  balcony  over  the  lending  desk. 
Where  one  now  waits  for  notice  that  a 
desired  book  is  not  on  the  shelves,  one 
would,  under  this  plan,  receive  the 
wrong  hat  and  coat  from  a check  girl. 


The  librarian’s  desk  would  become  a 
small-scale  horseshoe  bar,  and  the 
present  assistant  librarian  would  be 
made  maitre  d'hotel  or  head  waiter. 
Food  would  be  cooked  down  stairs  and 
carried  to  the  Library  on  the  book 
elevator. 

This  plan  has  its  possibilities,  we 
must  admit,  but  there  is  one  flaw,  one 
filing  that  has  been  overlooked  that 


will  prevent  its  complete  success.  That 
one  thing  is  human  nature.  For  with 
the  Libary  a dance  hall,  with  little 
cards  reading  “Consideration  For 
Others  Demands  That  Patrons  Do 
No  Studying”  posted  about,  with 
bouncers  waiting  to  eject  anyone  who 
presumes  to  open  a book,  it  would  only 
be  the  natural  reaction  for  students  to 
start  coming  into  the  Libraby  carrying- 
books  wrapped  up  to  resemble  bottles. 
They  would  study  covertly  from  books 
held  between  their  knees  under  the 
table.  Instead  of  demanding  set-ups, 
they  would  hand  the  waiters  huge  tips 
and  order  reference  books.  Eventually 
there  would  appear  in  the  Diamondhack 
an  editorial  demanding  the  re-estab- 
lishment of  the  Library.  And,  before 
the  end  of  a week,  the  night  club  would 
be  no  more. 

• Handicap 

The  editor  says  this  column  isn't 
long  enough.  He  suggests  we  make  it 
longer  by  giving  our  public  a general 
idea  of  the  handicap  under  which  The 
Old  Line  staff  works  in  putting  out  an 
issue.  Handicap,  he  says — we  thought 
we  worked  under  an  editor,  but  maybe 
it’s  the  same  thing. 

The  editor  says  we  should  start  off 
by  describing  the  office  itself.  Okay, 
here  goes.  The  Old  Line  office  is 
situated  in  the  Publications  Building, 
just  west  of  the  Diamondhack  office. 
Its  walls  are  covered  with  the  editor’s 
cartoons  and  a handful  of  cartoons  that 
were  never  passed  by  the  censor. 
Scattered  everywhere  about  the  office 
are  dozens  of  scissors,  blunted  from 
years  of  over-work,  and  piles  of 
mutilated  exchange  magazines. 

Seated  beside  us  at  present  is  the 
Art  Editor,  who  has  drawn  old  men 
with  whiskers  for  so  long  that  he  is 
beginning  to  look  like  one  of  them 
himself.  Next  to  him  is  the  Office 
Manager,  who  is  trying  to  disentangle 
one  hand  from  the  typewriter  and  with 
the  other  is  trying  to  coax  a cigarette 
from  the  editor,  who  hasn't  smoked  a 
fag  of  his  own  since  he  lost  his  job  with 
Philip  Morris. 

And  then  there’s  the  Diamondhack 


menace.  Hunt,  Wellington  and  Humel- 
sine  come  in  here  every  few  mintues, 
utter  a few  words  of  pessimistic 
prophecy,  and  then  duck  an  editorial 
pastepot.  But  they  won't  bother  us 
any  more.  The  editor  just  told  them 


that  there  was  nothing  original  about 
their  paper.  All  the  news  in  it  they 
get  from  other  people,  he  says:  I guess 
that  oughta  keep  them  back  in  their 
office  for  a while. 

The  editor  has  just  looked  over  our 
shoulder,  and  says  that  we  have  at  last 
written  enough  to  fill  out  the  column. 
And  since  we  don’t  need  a mule  to 
kick  us  in  the  face,  we  ll  stop  right 
here. 


AIDING  THE  NEWLYWEDS 

The  newlyweds  on  their  honeymoon 
had  the  drawing  room.  The  groom 
gave  the  Negro  porter  a dollar  not  to 
tell  anybody  on  the  train  they  were 
bride  and  groom.  When  the  happy 
couple  went  to  the  diner  for  breakfast 
next  morning  all  the  passengers  eyed 
the  couple  knowingly.  The  groom 
called  the  porter  and  demanded:  “Did 
you  tell  anybody  on  the  train  we  were 
just  married?” 

“No,  sir,”  said  the  porter,  “I  told 
’em  you-all  was  just  good  friends.” 


Sign  in  a Kansas  restuarant — “Use 
less  sugar  and  stir  like  hell,  we  don’t 
mind  the  noise.” 
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Profession;!  lism  on  I lie 
Doan's  Ton  in 

( Editor's  Note:  The  Old  Line  has  learned  recently 

through  many  and  devious  sources,  that  there  have  been 
specific  instances  of  professionalism  and  unethical  conduct 
among  members  of  the  Dean’s  Team  of  the  University. 
An  able  and  experienced  investigator  was  assigned  to  the 
task  of  ferreting  out  the  authenticity  of  these  rumors.  He 
has  been  at  work  delving  into  University  files  and  inter- 
viewing persons  concerned  for  the  past  two  months.  In 
the  interests  of  sportsmanship  and  fair  play,  therefore,  we 
print  herewith  the  results  of  his  findings  fearlessly  and 
unbiasedly.) 

1. )  “Beds”  Ordeal,  Engineering  quarterback  of  the 
Dean’s  Team,  was  for  two  years  a first  string  member  of 
the  checker  team  of  a neighboring  institution  before 
transferring  to  the  University  of  Maryland.  In  his  brief 
but  checkered  career,  he  achieved  the  lowest  marks  in  the 
history  of  aforementioned  institution.  Since  being  lured 
to  Maryland  by  an  Academic  Scholarship,  he  has  dis- 
tinguished himself  by  his  ability  to  call  numbers. 

2. )  II.  T wowalls  Ambrosio,  A.  & S.  center,  flunked  out 
of  three  other  institutions  before  Dean  Taliaferro,  a 
personal  friend,  succeeded  in  getting  him  to  enroll  in  this 
University.  Ambrosio,  repeatedly  heralded  by  faculty 
experts  as  a candidate  for  all  America  Dean's  Team 
honors,  has  maintained  a .35  average  while  on  the  team 
here. 

3. )  Joe  Bonead,  Physical  Education  quarterback  of  the 
team,  has  confessed  to  handing  in  two  class  cards  in 
certain  courses  so  that  he  might  receive  double  flunks  in 
the  same  subjects.  He  also  revealed  that  in  1934  he  paid  a 
certain  sum  to  a professor  in  the  Chemistry  Department  in 
return  for  which  a “C”  mark  was  lowered  to  an  “F.” 

4. )  Ivan  F.  Gumming,  Engineering  tackle,  was  brought 
to  the  University  before  he  had  finished  his  second  year  in 
high  school.  Now,  at  the  end  of  his  third  year  on  the 
Team,  he  has  just  accidentally  passed  Freshman  Algebra, 
marring  an  otherwise  perfect  record.  Incidentally,  it  was 
this  same  Gumming  who,  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  originated 
the  now  famous  Engineering  style  of  dress,  consisting  of 
frayed  lumber  jackets  and  well-worn  corduroy  trousers. 


“I  am  sorry,”  said  the  dentist,  “but  you  cannot  have 
an  appointment  with  me  this  afternoon.  I have  eighteen 
cavities  to  fill.” — And  he  picked  up  his  golf  bag  and  went 
out. 


One:  “What  does  your  son  do  in  your  store?” 

Two:  “He  sells  toys  and  pets  in  the  basement 
One:  “What  a way  to  learn  a business.” 

The  height  of  hard  luck  is  to  have  seasickness  and 
lockjaw  at  the  same  time. 


WHY  SLEEP? 

The  slide  rule  is  a very  convenient  thing  to  play  with 
when  you  have  forgotten  to  bring  anything  else  to  the 
lecture,  or  otherwise  when  nothing  else  is  available. 
Later,  when  more  familiar  with  the  subject,  you  will  learn 
to  call  it  a slip-stick.  It  further  helps  to  make  the  desk 
look  much  more  technical  than  may  be  accomplished  with 
books  alone.  If  the  prof,  sees  you  with  a slide  rule,  you 
may  set  the  answers  to  the  problems  down  as  copied  from 
the  book  without  bothering  about  working  them.  This 
useful  invention  can  pinch  hit  for  a shoehorn.  The  slide 
may  be  used  if  one  wishes  to  burlesque  a monocle.  The 
finger-nails  may  be  cleaned  on  the  sharp  corners.  These 
suggestions  should,  undoubtedly,  help  the  Freshman  with 
a fertile  imagination  to  adapt  his  rule  to  individual  needs. 
The  impression  of  working  hard  may  be  given  by  merely 
sitting  down  and  working  the  scales  and  slide  back  and 
forth.  The  results  are  really  marvelous.  Also,  it  is  very 
convenient  to  tap  the  shoulder  of  a man  two  seats  away. 
The  edge  may  be  used  for  diagrams.  All  else  failing,  it  is 
said  that  one  can  find  a method  for  multiplying  and 
dividing  on  the  pesky  thing.  In  rare  cases  it  is  rumored 
that  it  has  been  used  for  this  purpose. 

— Voo  l)oo. 


ft 


She:  “Did  you  ever  gambol  on  the  green?” 
He:  “What!  Me  bet  on  Dartmouth?” 


“ Fat  hell , that's  all  muscle." 
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The  Gnu  on  the  Subway 

•/ 

I HAD  never  seen  a gnu.  My  only  acquaintance  with 
gnus  had  come  in  cross-word  puzzles,  along  with  a 
month  in  the  Jewish  Calendar,  and  A Species  of  Bivalve 
Mollusk,  and  A Sea-Eagle,  in  four  letters.  I had  heard 
puns,  too,  like  No  Gnus  are  Good  Gnus,  and  the  Gnu 
Deal,  and  His  Gnus  Knew.  But  there  aren't  any  gnus  in 
menageries,  and  up  to  now  I had  never  seen  one. 

I was  coming  home  late,  and  the  only  person  on  my  car 
of  the  subway  was  an  old  lady  in  a wimple,  whatever  that 
may  be,  off  dozing  in  a corner. 

I was  reading  the  evening  paper,  holding  it  up  close  to 
my  eyes  (I  am  rather  near-sighted),  when  suddenly  1 felt 
my  necktie  being  nibbled  at  and  I looked  down  and  there 
was  a very  shy  looking  animal  which  I somehow  recognized 
at  the  first  glance  as  a gnu.  Its  horns  curled  up,  and  it  had 
a long  mane,  and  a bit  of  my  necktie  was  trailing  forlornly 

from  the  corner  of 
its  mouth.  And 
I hadn’t  just  been 
reading  about  Life 
in  the  Zoo  or 
Explorations  in 
Africa,  either,  as 
so  often  happens 
in  these  funny 
magazines  of  ours 
— you  know  the 
sort  of  thing  I 
mean,  some  odd 
animal  like  a bat 
or  a seal  suddenly 
appears  from  nowhere,  and  then  after  a series  of  comic 
adventures  turns  out  to  be  only  because  the  writer  has  just 
finished  reading  about  bats,  or  seals,  or  insane  asylums. 
No,  it  was  a real  gnu,  all  right. 

After  I had  recovered  a little  I pinched  myself  to  see  if  I 
was  dreaming,  and  I found  I wasn't,  or  at  least  no  more 
than  usual,  and  I began  to  think  of  my  necktie.  It  was  a 
favorite  of  mine.  I had  worn  it  for  three  years,  and  though 
everyone  was  getting  pretty  sick  of  it  by  this  time,  I still 
wanted  to  enjoy  the  godly  feeling  I get  from  giving  things 
away  to  the  Salvation  Army. 

“Now,  look  here!”  I said,  rather  more  sharply  than  I 
intended.  The  gnu’s  great  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

This  was  too  much  for  me.  I put  out  my  hand  and 
stroked  its  mane.  It  stopped  crying  at  once,  snuggled  up 
trustingly  to  me — and  took  another  bite  of  my  necktie. 

By  this  time  the  old  lady  had  awakened  and  was  looking- 
over  at  me  through  her  wimple,  or  over  her  wimple,  as  the 
case  may  be,  as  though  she  thought  the  whole  affair 


undignified  and  a little  absurd.  My  necktie  was  entirely 
nibbled  away.  I looked  rather  strange,  I suppose;  just  the 
sort  of  person  that  would  keep  company  with  a gnu.  I 
went  back  to  my  paper  and  pretended  indifference,  but  the 
gnu  had  apparently  taken  a liking  to  me  and  kept  on 
nuzzling  its  sharp  horns  affectionately  into  my  breast  bone. 
I tried  making  faces,  but  it  made  faces  right  back.  Or 
perhaps,  as  I reflected  after  thinking  the  thing  over,  they 
were  all  the  same  face.  Anyway,  I finally  got  up  and  left, 
two  stations  early,  and  the  gnu  followed  me  but  fortunately 
couldn’t  get  through  the  turnstile,  so  there  it  was,  alone  on 
the  platform  with  the  old  lady,  who  for  some  reason  had 
got  off  too.  The  gnu  looked  sad,  or  sadder  than  ordinary, 
and  seemed  about  to  break  down  completely. 

I walked  the  rest  of  the  way  home,  and  arrived  out  of 
breath  and  I’m  afraid  a little  bloodshot. 

“Where's  your  tie?”  asked  my  wife. 

Then  I told  her  the  story,  from  start  to  finish,  that  I 
have  just  told  you. 

She  didn't  believe  me. 


“Ha,  ha,  me  proud  beauty,”  snarled  the  villain.  “I  can 
see  through  your  subterfuge.” 

“Well,  who  couldn't,”  snorted  the  maiden,  “It’s  only 
silk.” 


" This  is  the  third  time  Mr.  Jukes  has  danced  with 
our  Julia.  He  must  he  st inking!" 

— Lampoon. 
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. . . hypochondria 


and  football  . . . 


YES  . . . isn’t  it  . . . a pity  . . . after  all  those  beaten 
deadlines — thinning  out  in  your  memory  now  like  the 
fragrances  of  four  months  ago  of  summer  . . . and  how  each 
successive  deadline  drained  a little  deeper  the  resources 
of  what  was  originally  a shallow  personality  anyway  . . . 
and  then  you  reached  rock-bottom;  and  you  haven't  had  a 
“message”  for  well-nigh  months  of  deadlines  . . . just 
spray  chatter  disguised  in  nimble  phrases  ...  a stall 
until  you  thought  you’d  get  your  second  wTind  . . . and  how 
the  slow  thought  paralyzed  you — that  you  were  never 
meant  to  get  that  second  wind  . . . that  each  successive 
deadline  meant  an  increasing  number  of  hours  of  self- 
torture  and  tracking  down  your  own  thoughts  in  a region 
that  once  teemed  with  them  . . . until  you  ripped  out  of  an 
exhausted  nervous  system  . . . the  pitiful  imitation  . . . 
of  a column  . . . And  on  down  . . . with  every  bitter  struggle 
and  meager  result  . . . until  tonight  . . . and  the  final,  frank 
self-admission  . . . that  you  never  really  were  a columnist 
in  any  distortion  of  the  meaning  of  the  word  . . . just  a 
damned  lucky  chap  whose  ideas  gave  out  long  ago  . . . 
and  whose  nerves  were  giving  out  with  every  deadline  . . . 
and,  Yes  . . . isn’t  it  ...  a pity  . . . after  all  . . . 

It  must  have  been  great  fun,  Willie,  to  have  waked  up 
a couple  days  before  the  VMI  game  at  Lexington  ...  to 
see  your  name  and  picture  spread  across  the  sports  pages 
of  the  newspapers  . . . something  about  ineligibility  and 
football  ethics  . . . Must  have  been  a cheerful  breakfast 
you  enjoyed  . . . And  then  those  long  afternoon  thoughts  . . . 
the  hours  out  there  in  the  damp  and  chill  and  mist  . . . 
rehearsing  and  rehearsing  . . . for  this  . . . dreams  of  final 
recognition  of  the  best  center  this  University  ever  had 
seen  ...  I suppose  you  almost  chucked  it  all,  and  went 
home  ...  to  that  little  town  in  Ohio  . . but  you  didn’t — 
because  you  never  have  chucked  it  all  . . . And  I’m  glad 
you  didn't,  Willie  . . . and  so  are  a great  many  people  . . . 
And  I'm  not  so  sure  it  didn't  take  a smash  like  this  . . . 
to  make  you  conscious  of  the  fact  . . . that  an  education 
is  the  thing  you're  here  for  after  all. 

Coleman  Headley  played  the  best  football  lie's  ever 
played  . . . against  Indiana  . . . under  physical  conditions 
that  probably  would  have  kept  you  and  me  at  home  . . . 
Bill  Guckeyson  may  glean  some  vague  notion  of  what  an 
appreciative  student  body  thinks  . . . when  a certain 


matter  of  elections  . . . comes  up  early  in  the  spring  . . . 
Some  of  the  sweetest  defensive  end  play  of  the  season  has 
been  done  by  Lou  Ennis,  matching  the  brilliant  offensive 
work  of  Vic  Willis  . . . You  can’t  define  the  work  of  boys 
like  Ed.  Minion  . . . John  Gormley  . . . Charlie  Callahan 
. . . Charlie  Ellinger  . . . Bernie  Buscher  . . . Carl  Stalfort 
. . . but  you  can  examine  results  . . . results  that  prove 
things  about  this  great  football  team  of  ours  . . . that 
should  make  you  and  me  very  proud  . . . and  join  the  boys 
in  silent  prayer  . . . for  a shorter  season  . . . next  year  . . . 

Milo  Sonen  and  . . . luckily  ...  an  unidentified  friend 
. . . were  much  chagrined  the  other  eve  ...  to  look  up  . . . 
blinking  . . . into  a flashlight  ...  as  they  parked  ...  on 
private  property  . . . below  the  railroad  tracks  . . . 

In  the  past  ...  as  a review  of  our  files  indicate  ...  it 
has  proved  fatal  ...  to  enshrine  my  ideal  . . . my  favorite 
local  . . . couple  ...  in  the  columns  of  the  weekly  and  or 
monthly  ...  so  here  goes  . . . the  shattering  ...  of  an  ugly 
precedent  . . . with  this  year’s  selection  . . . which  is  as 
far  from  dissolution  ...  as  the  Varsity  Grill  ...  is  from 
Arcturus  . . . Joel  Hutton  . . . and  Vera  Walker  . . . 


I 

. o ...... 
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“ Lets  go,  here's  where  ice  came  in.” 


Twelve 


THE  OLD  LINE 


. . SHUCKS  THAT  AIN’T  NOTHING 


Hanover,  N.  H. — For  a time  there 
were  visions  of  a revival  of  the  civil 
war  but  it  all  ended  peacefully. 

Two  Freshmen  assigned  as  room- 
mates when  Dartmouth  college  began 
its  year,  started  out  as  usual  to  get 
acquainted. 

“My  name's  Lee,”  volunteered  one. 

“Mine’s  Grant,”  replied  the  other. 

Then  they  went  into  details.  The 
former  is  L.  Vanderbilt  Lee,  great- 
grandson  of  a first  cousin  of  the  famed 
Confederate  general.  And  the  other  is 
Charles  S.  Grant,  a great-grandson  of  a 
cousin  of  the  Union  Army’s  Gen. 
Grant.  Both  live  in  Washington,  D.  C. 

— Dartmouth  Paper 

• • 

Two  Freshmen  at  Ogallala  Institute 
getting  acquainted  started  thus: 

"My  name’s  George  Washington.” 

“I’m  George  the  Third,”  said  the 
other. 

The  first  is  the  great  grandfather 
twice  removed  of  George  Washington, 
and  the  other  traces  his  ancestry 
directly  to  Charles  Tyroler  the  Second. 

• 

Two  Juniors  assigned  as  roommates 
at  Mitzdonia  Polytech  started  to  get 
acquainted  as  usual. 

“My  name’s  Mussolini,”  said  one. 

“Mine’s  Selassie,”  said  the  other. 

Mussolini  is  a third  grand  nephew  of 
Julius  Caesar,  and  Selassie  is  of  un- 
certain origin,  claiming  to  be  the 
Dauphin  and  heir  to  the  throne  of 
France. 

• • 

At  Harvard  two  Sophomores  as- 
signed to  room  together  started  to  get 
acquainted: 

“My  name’s  Alexander  the  Great,” 
said  the  first. 

“That’s  funny,  I’m  Charlemagne,” 
was  the  reply.  Oddly  enough,  they 
were  both  lying. 


Two  roommates  at  Monrovia  Col- 
lege commenced  their  acquaintance  in 
the  usual  manner. 

“Here,  have  a drink.” 

“Jeez,  thanks.  School  is  rotten, 
isn’t  it?” 

• • 

Two  Freshmen  getting  acquainted 
at  Kaatskill  College  shook  hands  and 
spoke  as  follows: 

“My  name’s  Napoleon,”  said  one. 

“You  got  the  wrong  institution, 
buddy,”  was  the  polite  rejoinder. 


Two  Freshmen  at  Ildritch  Uni- 
versity started  out  to  get  acquainted. 

“My  name’s  Louis,”  said  one. 

“Mine’s  Baer;  so  long,”  was  the 
reply. 

Louis  is  distantly  related  to  a friend 
of  the  time-keeper  of  the  fight,  and 
Baer  is  the  son  of  a cousin  of  Bugs 
Baer. 

• • 


Sergeant:  “Did  you  shave  this 

morning  Jones?” 

Bill  North:  “Yes,  Sergeant.” 
Sergeant:  “Well,  next  time  stand  a 
bit  closer  to  the  razor.” 

— Siren . 


A NEW  DUTY 

Voice  (over  the  telephone):  “Are 

you  the  game  warden?” 

Game  Warden:  “Yes,  ma’am.” 
Voice:  “Well,  I am  so  thankful  I 

have  the  right  person  at  last.  Would 
you  please  give  me  some  suggestions 
suitable  for  a child’s  Christmas  gift?” 


“I  shot  an  arrow  into  the  air. 

It  fell  to  earth,  I know  not  where.” 
I've  lost  more  damn  arrows  that  way. 


“Sire,  Lady  Godiva  rides  without.” 
Sire  (after  glancing  without):  “Very 
tactfully  put,  my  man.” 


“ Pardon  my  fingers." 


© 1935,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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. . . put  Jtot  Jforgotten 


If  Ripley  can  prove  that  there  is  not 
enough  room  in  heaven  for  all  the 
world’s  dead  since  Adam,  then  I can 
establish  the  fact  that  there  isn’t  a 
library  in  the  world  large  enough  to 
house  all  of  the  blasphemous  material 
that  has  been  uttered  over  dead  men’s 
graves. 

Tombstones  give  the  deceased  their 
own  undeserved  praise  on  this  earth. 
Rut  the  epitaph  in  a few  memor- 
able instances  has  been  put  to  a 
little  better  use  than  complimentary 
white-ly-ing  . . . 

Loved  ones  occasionally  desired  to 
record  the  manner  of  the  departed's 
death,  as  in  the  case  of  the  East 
Tennessee  tombstone  that  reads:  She 
lived  a life  of  virtue,  and  died  of  the 
cholera  morbus,  caused  by  eating  green 
fruit,  in  the  full  hope  of  a glorious  im- 
mortality, at  the  early  aye  of  twenty-four. 
Reader,  go  thou  and  do  likewise. 

The  ailment  class  contains  many 
inscriptions  done  in  the  acme  of  tit- 
tat-toe  rhyming: 

He  died  when  young  and  full  of  promise, 
With  the  whooping  cough,  oik  little 
THOMAS. 


Here  lies  the  bones  of  Joseph  jones 
Who  ate  when  he  was  able; 

But  once  o’erfed,  he  dropt  down  dead, 
And  fell  beneath  the  table. 

Raton  Rouge,  Louisiana,  contributes 
to  the  same  category: 

Here  lies,  buried  in  his  tomb, 

A CONSTANT  SUFFERER  OF  SALT  RlIEUM, 
Which,  finally,  in  truth  did  pass 
To  SPOTTED  ERYSIPHELAS: 

A HUSBAND  BRAVE,  A FATHER  TRUE, 

HERE  HE  LIES,  AND  SO  MUST  YOU. 

We  find  the  crude  statement  of  some 
survivor  in  San  Diego,  California; 
This  year  is  saked  to  the  memory  of 
William  Henry  Sliraken,  who  came  to 
his  death  being  shot  with  ( 'oil's  revolvers 
— one  of  the  old  kind,  brass  mounted — 
and  of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 
In  the  same  vein,  but  with  proper 


respect,  is  the  inscription  taken  from 
the  churchyard  of  Pewsey,  Wiltchire: 

Here  lies  the  body 
of 

Lady  O’  Looney 
Great  niece  of  Burke 
Commonly  called  the  Sublime 
She  was 

Bland,  passionate  and  deeply  religious 
Also  she  painted 
In  water  colors, 

And  sent  several  pictures 
To  the  Exhibition. 

She  was  the  first  cousin 
To  Lady  Jones 
And  of  such 

Is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 

Less  sacred,  but  straightforward, 
ingenious,  simple  and  affecting  is  the 
following  epitaph,  taken  verbatim  from 
a Montmartre  tombstone  near  Paris: — 
To  the  memory  of  M.  Jobart;  a most 
excellent  husband  and  father.  His 
inconsolable  widow  continues  to  carry  on 
the  grocery  business  in  the  Rue  St. 
Dennis,  No.  2f2,  near  the  Cafe  (Illinois. 

Another  widow  was  more  practical 
about  her  affairs  than  w'as  the  wife  of 
the  groceryman.  She  had  the  following 
engraved  on  the  headstone:  Sacred  to 
the  memory  of  James  II . R — m,  who 
died  Aug.  the  6th,  1800.  His  widow 
who  mourns  as  one  who  can  be  comforted, 
aged  2f,  and  possessing  every  qualifica- 
tion for  a good  wife,  lives  at — street,  in 
this  village. 

Many  double  graves  of  man  and 
wife  could  adequately  support  this 
actual  memorial  to  the  contentious 
life:  Their  Warfare  Is  Accomplished. 

An  epitaph  in  the  churchyard  of 
Moreton-in-the-March  reads : 

Here  lies  the  bones  of  Richard  Sawton, 
Whose  death,  alas,  was  strangely 

BROUGHT  on; 

Trying  one  day  mis  corns  to  mow  off, 
His  toe — or  rather  what  it  grew  to — 
An  inflamation  quickly  flew  to; 

Which  took,  alas,  to  mortifying, 

And  was  the  cause  of  Richard’s  dying. 

A Maryland  collector  has  for  one  of 
his  favorites  another  of  the  “why- 
death”  inscriptions: 


Here  I lie 

With  my  three  daughters, 

All  of  drinking 
Cheltenham  waters 
If  we  had  stuck 
To  Epsom  salts, 

We’d  not  have  been  lying 
In  these  here  vaults! 

Including  the  date  of  the  departure 
is  a common  device  of  epitaphs  built 
on  the  same  lines  as  these  two: 

Here  lies,  cut  down  like  unripe  fruit, 
The  wife  of  Deacon  Amos  Shute; 

She  died  of  drinkin’  too  much  coffee, 
Anno  Dominy  eighteen  forty. 


Here  lies 
Elizabeth  Wise 

She  died  of  thunder  sent  from  heaven 
In  1777. 

One  in  Maine  tells  us  how  the  child 
died:  The  little  hero  that  lies  here,  was 

conquered  by  diarrhea.  Thomas  Thetcher 
was  buried  in  Winchester  Cathedral,  a 
man  Who  Died  of  a Violent  Fever 
Caused  by  Drinking  Cold  Small-beer 
after  a Quick  March,  May  2,  17 Gif. 

Fifty  or  seventy-five  years  ago  it  was 
considered  bad  medicine  for  a physician 
to  give  his  typhoid  patients  anything  to 
eat.  (The  idea  has  completely  changed 
now  and  doctors  feed  their  patients 
without  hesitation.)  One  radical  doctor 
of  the  old  days  lived  in  Eastern  North 
Carolina.  When  he  died  the  com- 
munity in  which  he  lived  had  engraved 
on  his  tombstone  the  following:  He 

Fed  His  Typhoid  Patients. 

Puzzle  this  one  out: 

Sacred  to  the  memory  of  Charley  and 
Varley, 

Sons  of  loving  parents,  who  died  in 

INFANCY. 

Hut  the  most  practical  use  of  the 
epitaph  was  conceived  by  the  farmer 
whose  family  cemetery  bordered  on  the 
highway.  Before  he  died,  he  requested 
that  his  epitaph  read: 

FOUR  MILES  TO  ROWLANDS 

— Buccanear. 
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_ BOOKS- 

dllJlil  \\  JflTTffh 

AS  the  advertisers  would  say, 
“Sinclair  Lewis  has  rung  the  bell 
again.”  So  far  as  we  are  concerned, 
this  is  the  first  time.  In  Main  Street, 
Arrowsmith , and,  let  me  see,  what  was 
that  “unforgettable”  book  about  a 
New  England  hotel,  we  always  had  a 
rather  sneaking  sympathy  for  the 
wrong  characters,  and  consequently 
the  stories  were  about  as  pointless  as  a 
professor’s  joke. 

In  It  Can't  Happen  Here  it  does 
happen.  That  conscienceless  demago- 
gue, Berzilious  Windrip,  is  elected 
president  in  1936  and  immediately 
seizes  complete  power.  Congressmen 
who  disagree  are  disposed  of  in  various 
public  institutions  for  the  incorrigibles, 
and  the  Supreme  Court  is  liquidated, 
all  that  the  people  may  have  a bigger 
and  broader  view  of  life.  Berzilius,  or 
as  he  is  familiarly  known,  “Buzz” 
Windrip  thoughtfully  accumulates  a 
fortune  of  $4,000,000  in  Europe  during 
his  dictatorship,  and  when  he  is  even- 
tually thrown  out  by  that  degenerate 
sub-dictator  Lee  Sarason  he  blithely 
sails  off  to  Paris  to  be  an  ex — •.  Lee 
lasts  about  two  months  as  dictator  and 
is  killed  by  that  puritanical  fanatic 
General  Haik  who  dictates  with  a 
vigar  and  cruelty  which  makes  “Buzz’s” 
regime  seem  like  the  “good  old  times.” 
Revolution  starts  in  the  Middle 
West,  the  very  Middle  West  which 
gave  “Buzz”  the  thumping  majoidy 
which  started  this  dictating  in  the  first 
place,  and  various  Midtile  Westerners 
are  liquidated  by  the  uniformed  party 


men  called  Minute  Men.  With  the 
beginning  of  this  counter-revolution 
the  book  ends. 

The  American  dictatorship  which 
is  here  so  plausibly  exposed  is  com- 
posed of  one  part  each  of  Hitler, 
Stalin,  Mussolini,  and  Huey  Long. 
As  described  it  seemed  to  fit  so  well  into 
the  American  attitudes  and  psychology, 
and  so  skillfully  to  play  upon  the  well 
known  political  apathy  of  the  average 
American  that  we  were  almost  tempted 
to  look  into  the  possibilities  of  estab- 
lishing a residence  in  Canada. 

Roughly,  it  began  with  the  wide- 
spread acceptance  of  something  like 
the  Townsend  plan  accompanied  by 
the  organization  of  a uniformed  party 
group  who  could  not  be  ridiculed  for 
being  “some  of  those  colored  shirts” 
like  the  European  types  because  their 
uniforms  had  only  coats  and  pants. 
These  Minute  Men  wore  on  their 
uniforms  the  initials  M.  M.  which  soon 
gave  rise  to  the  nickname  of  “Minnie 
Mouses”  for  them. 

Following  the  German  model,  “Buzz” 
Windrip  abolished  state  lines  and 
names  and  also  county  identities.  In 
their  places  he  set  up  “regions”  which 
had  their  own  capitals  and  regional 
administrators.  New  England  and 
New  York,  for  instance,  formed  one 
region  with  the  capital  in  the  former 
Dartmouth  College  buildings. 

Colleges  and  universities  were  aboli- 
ished  and  merged  until  finally  there 
was  only  a series  of  monstrous  insti- 
tutions with  50,000  students  each,  and 


with  curricula  made  up  largely  of 
courses  in  vocational  subjects  which 
could  have  no  possible  political  signi- 
ficance. 

The  political  demagoguery  of  “Buzz” 
Windrip  found  parallels  in  the  political- 
minded  “radio”  bishop  and  the  equally 
self  - seeking  educational  demagogue 
who  fostered  and  supported  plans  for 
universities  teaching  principally  lake- 
shore-cottage  architecture,  exhibition 
gymnastics,  and  canning  and  fruit 
dehydration. 

Poorly  written,  shallow,  and  pes- 
simistic, It  Can't  Happen  Here  still  is  a 
pointed  and  plausible  foretaste  of  the 
consequences  of  too  great  a draft  of 
demagoguery  in  American  politics. 

But  to  turn  to  pleasanter  things. 
The  following  are  some  Christmas 
book  suggestions: 

For  Father:  Life  with  Father,  by 

Clarence  Day.  A humorous  recital 
of  life  with  a father  who  really  “ran 
things.” 

About  the  Murder  of  a Startled  Lady, 
by  Anthony  Abbott.  He  will  always 
welcome  a good  mystery. 

For  Mother:  Edna  II is  Wife,  by 

Margaret  Ayer  Barnes. 

For  the  Kids:  The  New  Yorker  Album 
if  they're  old  enough.  History  of 
American  Sailing  Ships,  by  Chapelle, 
for  those  who  like  pictures  and  lots  of 
them. 

Of  course,  you  could  give  cartons  of 
cigarettes  all  around. 
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By  Theodore  Erbe 

Unusually  amiable,  our  editor  hailed  us  down  the  other 
day  to  suggest  an  embracing  change  in  our  policy.  It 
seems  our  readers  who  are  devotees  would  appreciate 
chatter  on  the  cinema,  an  airing  of  our  views  on  the 
industry  which  one  critic  calls  “only  a shadow  of  the  real 
thing.”  Although  always  fearful  of  rushing  unprepared 
into  the  arena  of  celluloid,  we  were  convinced  by  our 
superior  and  menially  deviate. 

SCREEN 

M I GARLANDS  . . . Since  its  blinking,  unsquared 
introduction,  the  “movie”  has  graduated  to  that  enviable 
quality  of  Glorification  manufactured  only  by  Americans 
and  their  dollars.  Our  domestic  movie  prince  always 
remains  suave,  when  driving  the  local  garbage  cart  or  when 
slinging  coal.  Garlands  are  in  order,  however,  for  the 
always  under-rated  British  flickers,  which  are  unafraid, 
even  at  box  office  expense  and  the  star's  popularity,  to 
present  realism.  Vice  is  just  plain  vice.  Coalmen  are  just 
coalmen.  Even  when  our  movie  audiences  have  been 
enough  elevated  esthetically  to  accept  the  Marx  Brothers 
mixed  up  with  serious  “Pagliacci”  and  “II  Trovatore,”  the 
theatre  backstage  filmed  is  beyond  recognition.  For  sheer 
art,  the  best  British  films  are  twice  as  good  as  the  best 
American  ones.  See  the  British  Escape  Me  Never  and  The 
Thirty-Nine  Steps  and  experience  a sigh  of  relief  at  seeing 
dramatic  technique  instead  of  movie  technique.  The 
domestic  movie  will  never  achieve  its  secret  ambition  of 
forcing  the  legitimate  stage  out  of  the  picture  until  it  can 
take  its  place. 

■ ■ BROADSIDE  . . . It’s  about  time,  too,  that  more 
attention  was  paid  to  the  situation  that  permits  the 
remark,  “It'll  make  a swell  movie!”  so  prevalant  at  the 
conclusion  of  stage  pieces.  As  we  said  meekly  in  our 
October  installment,  too  many  plays  are  backed  by 
Hollywood  millions  and  too  many  are  aimed  at  Hollywood 
cameras.  There  is  little  use  to  proclaim  this  lamentable 
affair  when  the  movie  sharks  play  easy  mark  to  the  time  of 
$10,000  for  a flop  that  has  been  doped  into  running  a 
month,  even  if  at  a loss,  and  up  to  the  tidy  sum  of  $4(5,000 
for  a good  musical.  Maybe  we'd  have  better  stage  plays 
and  finer  movies  if  the  two  weren’t  loo  interdependent. 

( Continued  on  paye  22) 


LINES  TO  AN  INCIPIENT  BURP 

You  give  me  a feeling  uneasy, 

A shortness  of  breath  that  is  wheezy, 

I want  to  forget 

That  chicken  croquette 

And  the  victuals  so  swimmingly  greasy. 

Please  stop  all  this  struggling  and  straining 

Or  else  you  will  be  profaning 

The  beer  and  the  wine 

And  the  goulash  divine 

And  all  of  our  host’s  entertaining. 

Please  stay  in  my  chest  unpresented 
And  try  not  to  be  discontented. 

Avast  there,  you  twirp! 

You  incipient  burp! 

If  you  must — then  be  tastefully  vented. 

— The  Southern  Collegian. 


“I  hear  Bill  was  thrown  out  of  college  for  cribbing.” 
“Yep!” 

“What  happened?” 

“lie  sneezed  while  he  was  taking  an  exam  in  Russian 
and  they  threw  him  out  for  conjugating  a verb.” 

— Punch  Bond. 


Her  (at  prom):  “Wait  right  here  for  me.  Bill,  while  I 
go  powder  my  nose." 

Her  (three  dances  later):  “Been  waiting  long?” 

Him:  “No,  but  I've  been  looking  all  over  for  you  to 

give  you  your  compact." 


Plumber  (arriving  late):  “Well,  how  is  it?” 

Happy  Husband:  “Not  so  bad.  While  we  were  waiting 
for  you  I taught  my  wife  to  swim.” 


“Did  Clarice  enjoy  her  date  with  Joe  last  night?” 
“She  was  never  so  humilated  in  her  life.  When  he 
started  to  eat  his  soup,  five  couples  got  up  and  began 
dancing.” 


Marriage  is  an  institution. 

Love  is  blind. 

Therefore,  marriage  is  an  institution  for  the  blind. 


o 
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Interviews  W illi  Lillie  known  i niii|ms 

Personages 


IT  was  with  a feeling  of  reverent 
wonder  that  I hesitated  a moment 
before  knocking  at  the  door  of  Atta 
Bowie  witli  whom  I had  arranged  this 
interview.  What  manner  of  man  can 
this  be,  I wondered,  this  youth,  who, 
already,  had  literally  hewn  his  way  to 
complete  campus  success,  this  mere 
stripling  who  has  won  for  himself  the 
undisputed  title  of  World’s  Greatest 
Initial  Carver. 

My  question  had  hardly  been  formed 
in  my  mind  when  the  door  was  opened 
by  a perfectly  ordinary  looking  boy 
who  beckoned  me  into  his  room,  the 
walls  of  which  were  covered  with 
knives,  pencils,  and  paint  brushes  of 
every  size  and  description.  Removing 
two  machetes  and  a straight -edged 
razor  from  the  seat  he  had  offered  me, 
I sat  down  and  plunged  immediately 
into  the  interview. 

“How,”  I asked,  “did  you  get 
started  on  this  career  of  yours?” 

“My  career,”  he  began,  “did  not 
really  begin  until  I entered  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland.  Of  course,  I had 
done  a little  carving  previously,  on  t he 
tray  of  my  high  chair,  on  my  kinder- 
garten table,  and  on  my  high  school 
desk,  but  all  my  work  had  been 
strictly  amateurish. 

“I  started  out  on  my  professional 
career  by  cutting  my  initials  in  the 
door  of  my  dorm  room.  Then  I pro- 
ceeded, in  orderly  fashion,  to  decorate 
at  least  one  chair  in  every  campus 
building.  I had  a little  trouble  in 
Morrill  Hall  where  the  desks  were 
pretty  well  worn  already,  but  I got 
around  that  by  taking  a plane  to  class 
one  day,  and  after  I had  smoothed 
off  a desk,  I was  able  to  inscribe  it 
suitably. 

“The  trash  cans  in  the  basement 
also  worried  me  a bit,  but  I was  able  to 
borrow  an  acetylene  torch  from  one  of 
the  Engineers,  and  I got  my  initials  on 
all  three  cans.  The  Terrapin  in  front 
of  the  Coliseum  I got  at  in  the  same 


manner,  my  implement  in  this  instance 
being  a chisel  borrowed  from  one  of  the 
coeds. 

“While  carving  the  turtle  I was 
caught  by  the  campus  cop  and  brought 
before  the  Dean.  As  he  lectured  me  I 
was  able  to  dig  my  class  numerals  into 
the  glass  top  of  his  desk,  using  a 
diamond  ring  that  I always  carry  for 
such  eventualities.  But  I feel  that  my 
best  piece  of  work  was  the  carving  of 
my  fraternity  letters  into  the  Board  of 
Regents’  table.  This  I accomplished 
the  night  I was  locked  in  the  Library 
while  initialling  the  magazines  and  the 
stacks. 

“And  just  between  the  two  of  us, 
the  Tri  Delts  are  really  going  to  be 
mad  when  they  see  what  I've  done  to 
their  new  house.  One  of  the  other 
sororities,  I couldn’t  say  just  which 
one,  paid  me  to  carve  a few  choice 
little  poems  on  the  floors  of  the  house. 
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And  now  they’re  going  to  have  to  buy 
rugs,  after  all,  and  boy,  will  that  make 
them  sore!” 

“What,”  I asked  him,  “are  your 
plans  concerning  the  new  Arts  and 
Sciences  Building.” 

“Oh,”  he  replied,  “I  already  have 
started  on  that.  Instead  of  carving 
the  usual  initials,  numerals,  fraternity 
symbols,  and  entwined  hearts,  I am 
doing  a work  which  will  be  of  real 
benefit  to  posterity.  Each  day  I am 
writing  on  one  or  another  of  the  desks 
up  there,  some  significant  item  from 
the  day’s  news.  Thus  I am  leaving  an 
imperishable  record  of  our  civilization 
for  future  generations.” 

“Well,  you  are  certainly  carving  out 
a name  for  yourself,  aren’t  hew,”  I 
responded,  as  seizing  a broadaxe  from 
the  wall,  I cut  the  interview  short. 

— Pj/ke  Johnson. 


Cellophane 

Wrapped 


Junior 


MILD  * • LIGHT 
FREE-BURNING 
FLAVORFUL 


FOR  PIPE 
AND  CIGARETTE 


EXTRA  HIGH  GRADE 


SMOKE 


TOBACCO 

for  pipe  or  cigarettes 


• Meet  Edgeworth  Junior— the  new  double-duty  tobacco  by  the 
makers  of  Edgeworth!  All  the  quality  and  rich  flavor  of  the  world- 
famous  Edgeworth  in  an  extremely  mild,  light,  free-burning  pipe 
and  cigarette  combination. 

If  you  are  now  using  a tobacco  suitable  for  both  pipe  and  ciga- 
rettes, here’s  your  chance  to  get  Edgeworth  quality  in  the  form  of 
tobacco  you  like  best.  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed  and  Edgeworth 
Plug  Slice  remain  unchanged  for  regular  Edgeworth  fans. 

We  predict  Edgeworth  Junior  will  meet  YOUR  specifications  for 
a perfect  double-duty— pipe  and  cigarette— tobacco.  Thousands  of 
new  pipe  smokers  will  join  the  Edgeworth  ranks  with  Edgeworth 
Junior.  Try  it— today— and  enjoy  a new,  delightfully  mild  smoke. 
Larus  & Brother  Co.,  Richmond,  Va.  Tobacconists  since  1877. 


Made  by  the  makers  of  Edgeworth  Plug  Slice  and  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed 


THE  TOBACCO  YOUVE  BEEN  LOOKING  FOR 
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TRIAL  FOR  MURDER 

Scene:  Courtroom  with  jury,  judge,  copper,  Mr. 

Sands,  and  people. 

Case:  Murder  of  a woman  by  Sands. 

Judge:  And  am  I to  understand  that  you  are  the 

murderer? 

Sands:  Your  honor,  I consider  that  an  impudent 

question. 

Judge:  Please  answer  only  by  saying:  yes,  uo,  or  nuts. 

Copper:  I pulled  the  defendant  in  for  speeding. 

Judge:  Speeding  what? 

Sands:  That  would  be  advertising,  your  honor. 

Judge:  Ahhh!  A clue.  W as  there  blood  on  your  hands. 
Sands? 

Copper:  There  was.  I pulled  him  in. 

Sands:  It  was  iodine. 

Judge:  Ahh!  A clue.  Was  there  a corpse  in  the  back 
seat  of  your  car? 

Jury:  That  wasn’t  no  corpse;  that  was  his  wife. 

Copper:  There  was  a corpse.  I saw  it  when  I pulled 
him  in. 

Sands:  It — it  must  have  been  my  bicycle. 

Judge:  Ahhh!  A clue.  Were  there  bicycle  tracks 


around  I he  scene  of  the  crime? 

Copper:  Someone  had  made  a big  “X”  to  mark  the 


“Mr.  O' M ear e wishes  to  know  if  you  trill  have 
coffee  with  him.'' 


“ Sylvester  won't  hold  the  chisel  when  it's  his  turn.'' 


Judge:  Ahhh!  A clue.  Can  the  defendant  make  an 
“X?” 

Sands:  Yes,  but  if  I make  the  X,  I will  be  liberated. 

Judge:  How? 

Sands:  Watch  closely.  (He  makes  a hasty  X-it.) 

Copper:  (Catching  him)  We  want  an  X without  the 

“it,”  please,  sir. 

Sands:  Oh. 

Judge:  All  right,  then,  make  an  “().”  If  you  make 

“O’s,”  you  can  make  an  “X,”  because  what  else  do  you 
play  tit-tat-toe  with? 

Sands:  (Suddenly)  Where  were  you  on  the  night  of  the 
murder? 

Judge:  Playing  pool. 

Sands:  Is  that  supposed  to  be  funny?  1 saw  you  at  the 
Casino  with  a gun. 

Judge:  I'll  have  you  know  she  was  a lady. 

Sands:  Put  you  do  admit  that  you  shot  the  murdered 

woman? 

Judge:  Why  of  course.  But  it  didn't  do  any  good.  She 
was  already  dead. 

Sands:  She  was?  Who  killed  her? 

Judge:  You  did. 

Sands:  I didn’t  kill  her  first. 

Judge:  Well,  someone  did.  Copper ? 

Copper:  Yes,  sir? 

Judge:  You  see,  Sands!  He  did  it. 

Sands:  He's  astin'  a question. 

Judge:  How  could  he?  There  weren't  any  answers  to 
ask  questions  about. 

Sands:  You  have  your  wig  on  backwards.  Maybe 

that's  the  trouble. 

( Continued  on  page  23) 
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¥ 


In  The  Gay  Nineties 

. . The  gentleman  enjoyed  “motor- 
ing” until  trouble  developed.  Then 
he  began  to  work! 

Today 

. . The  gentleman  never  develops 
same  “working”  trouble  it  he  deals 
with  a reputable  garage;  Maryland- 
ers play  safe  always  by  going  to 

CHANEY'S  GARAGE 

Opposite  the  Main  Gate 


FOR  ALL  THE 
| “EXTRAS”  | 
IN  FOODS 


EXTRA  QUALITY! 
EXTRA  SERVICE! 
EXTRA  VALUES! 


| Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc.  | 

Hyattsville  - Riverdale 

| PHONES:  PHONES:  § 

% Hyattsville  Hyattsville  P 

| 201-202  381-382  j 

mini min iiiiiiiI 


Old  Mother  Hubbard  went  to  the 
cupboard 

To  get  her  poor  dog  a bone; 

When  she  got  there  the  cupboard  was 
bare, 

But  what  could  she  do  with  a cup- 
board ? 

A motorist  was  helping  his  extremely 
fat  victim  to  rise. 

“Couldn’t  you  have  gone  around 
me?”  growled  the  victim. 

“Sorry,”  said  the  motorist  sadly. 
“1  wasn’t  sure  whether  I had  enough 
gasoline.” 

—Kitty-Kat. 

No  wonder  the  little  duckling. 

Wore  upon  his  face  a frown ; 

For  he  had  just  discovered 

That  his  first  pair  of  pants  were  down. 

—Log. 


“I've  just  taken  a shine  to  your 
wife,”  said  the  stork  to  the  Negro  as 
he  left  the  house. 

—Log. 


Lady:  “I  want  to  see  some  kid 

gloves  for  my  eight-year-old  daughter, 
please.” 

Polite  Clerk:  “Yes,  ma’am,  white 

kid?” 

Lady:  “Sir!” 

— Tiger. 

She:  “Oh,  I simply  adore  that 

funny  step.  Where  did  you  pick  it 
up?” 

He:  “Funny  step,  heck.  I’m  losing 
my  garter!” 

— The  Bison. 

Head  Cook:  “Didn’t  I tell  you  to 

notice  when  the  soup  boiled  over?” 

Assistant:  “I  did;  it  was  half-past 

ten.” 

Blessed  are  the  meek,  for  they  shall 
inherit  the  earth — less  "26  per  cent  for 
inheritance  taxes. 


"IS  THERE  A DOCTOR 
IN  THE  HOUSE?" 

THE  dame  doesn’t  need  a doctor. 

Just  let  the  hero  clean  out  his 
gassy  briar  and  send  out  for  a tin  of 
the  tobacco  that’s  swell  to  smell  and 
cooler  to  smoke — and  let  the  play 
go  on  to  a happy  end.  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  is  the  mildest,  pleasantest 
blend  of  well-aged  Kentucky  Bur- 
leys ever  offered  to  men  who  like 
pipes  but  dislike  pipe-nip.  Exagger- 
ation? Can’t  be — sales  growth  says 
it’s  simpletruth.  Try  a tin  kept  fresh 
in  heavy  gold  foil  and  rave  with  us. 

Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  DeptAV-51  2 


It's  I 5^  — AND  IT’S  MILDER 


take  care 
uour  pipe 


....FREE 

BOOKLET 

t tells  how  to  make 
! your  pipe  taste 
better,  sweeter. 
Write  for  a copy. 


PJPEawoCIGARETTES 
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Ready  for  Christmas? 

TRe  “US®  Hub 

Baltimore,  Chari  es  and  Fayette 


He:  “You're  thinner.” 

She:  “Yes,  I’ve  lost  so  much  weight  you  can  count 

my  ribs.” 

He:  “Gee,  thanks!” 


The  wearing  of  a fraternity  pin  used  to  denote  an 
engagement.  Now  it  only  shows  that  there  has  been  a 
small  skirmish. 


An  Englishman,  traveling  in  the  West,  stopped  at  a 
greasy  little  restaurant  for  dinner  one  evening.  The  waiter 
brought  him  the  usual  glass  of  water  and  asked,  “Will  you 
have  some  pork  and  beans,  sir?” 

“No,”  said  the  Englishman,  “I  never  eat  pork  and 
beans.” 

“Dinner  is  over,  then,”  said  the  waiter,  taking  away  the 
glass  of  water. 


Spend  an  Evening  at 

College  Park  Bowling  Alleys 

We,  in  our  usual  efforts  to  offer  you  the  best, 
have  remodeled  the  establishment,  opened 
two  new  alleys,  and  resurfaced  the  old  ones. 

H.  ASHCROFT,  Manager 


DRAMA  CHATTER 

( Continued  from  page  16) 

I M GREETINGS  . . . And  thus  having  regained  our 
clear  conscience,  we  pause  to  wish  the  following  a pros- 
perous 1936: 

Jane  Withers,  for  eclipsing  our  own  sweet  and  coy 
Shirley  Temple. 

Lawrence  Tibbett,  for  his  singing  in  Metropolitan. 
Harpo  Marx,  for  some  really  fine  harp  music  that’s 
not  sissy. 

M ae  West,  for  not  doing  so  many  pictures. 

Charles  Laughton,  for  being  the  perpetual  devil. 

The  Triangle  in  The  Dark  Angel. 

Elizabeth  Berger,  for  realism  in  Escape  Me  Never. 
Basil  Rathbone,  for  supersteel  characterization  in 
Anna  Karenina. 

Billy  Rose,  for  Jumbo , even  to  its  pre-natal  ballyhoo. 
The  Dog  in  Call  of  the  Wild. 

Robert  Donat,  for  being  the  perfect  “lady’s  man.” 
The  Great  American  Movie  Audience,  for  finally 
applauding  some  good  flickers! 

STAGE 

■ ■ BROADWAY  . . . An  inventory  is  necessary  since 
the  percentage  of  flops  already  is  46.34  s’elp  me,  and  as 
Xmas  is  just  beyond  the  desk  top. 

There  are  at  the  least  three  recent  and  worthy  hits. 
The  first,  Jumbo,  is  the  gala  twentieth  century  spectacle. 
It  combines  the  circus,  musical  revue  and  burlesque,  and 
is  a luscious  hash  of  the  best  in  each  field.  See  it!  Dead 
End  is  another  well-designed  Street  Scene  but  similar  in 
theme  to  Winterset.  It  is  acted  by  children  who  are  fine, 
and  will  bear  “watchful  waiting.”  Pride  and  Prejudice 
was  successful  because  it  was  unglorified,  honest  and  was 
entirely  what  Jane  Austen  meant  it  to  be  when  she  wrote 
it  a century  ago.  It  offers  happy  relaxation  from  Odets 
and  Anderson. 

■ ■ NOTES  . . . Thank  someone  for  the  Drama  Critics 
Circle,  a guild  of  17  New  York  play  reviewers,  which, 
thumbing  its  collective  nose  at  the  Pulitzer  people,  will 
select  the  best  play  each  year  by  an  American  author,  and 
will,  we  earnestly  hope,  displace  the  Pulitzer  fellows  so 
well-known  because  their  choice  is  always  wrong  . . . We 
don’t  review  local  dramatic  efforts  because  we  couldn't  be 
half-way  honest  without  being  called  names  . . . There 
is  somewhat  of  a furor  being  raised  by  someone  in  New 
York  for  more  vaudeville  and  burlesque,  experience  in 
which  “is  necessary  for  the  actor’s  education.” 

■ ■ ANSWERS  . . . Someone  asked  what  to  see  in  the 
Big  City  while  on  Xmas  recess.  We’re  happy  to  recom- 
mend, even  if  the  choice  was  difficult:  Revue,  At  Home 
Abroad;  Comedy,  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew;  Drama, 
The  Children's  Hour. 
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TRIAL  FOR  MURDER 

{Continued  from  page  20) 

Judge:  Oh,  thanks.  (He  sets  it  straight)  Oh,  now  I see. 
You  did  it. 

Sands:  Now  we’re  on  even  ground.  You  did  it. 

Judge:  You  did  it. 

Sands:  You  did  it. 

Judge:  Now  we’re  even  again. 

Judge:  Was  there  a gun  in  his  pocket,  copper? 

Copper:  There  was  a rod  in  his  pocket,  your  honor. 
Sands:  It  was  a curtain  rod. 

Judge:  Ah!  A sign  of  domesticity.  Was  there  any 

domesticity  in  his  car,  copper? 

Copper:  I thought  I saw  one. 

Judge:  Well,  go  and  find  it. 

Copper:  Come  here,  you!  (He  beckons  to  the  crowd. 
Woman  comes  forward.) 

Judge:  (To  his  mustache)  I’ll  get  at  the  bottom  of  this 
yet.  (Glaring  at  the  woman.)  Bet  I could  make  you  say 

<£  99 

yes. 

Woman:  Betcha  couldn’t. 

Judge:  Did  you  do  the  killing? 

Woman:  No. 

Judge:  Do  you  like  potato  chips? 

Woman:  No. 

Judge:  (Thinking  for  a minute). 

Woman:  No. 

Judge:  What  does  y-e-s  spell? 

Woman:  Yes. 

Judge:  Ahh!  A confession!  This  is  what  I’ve  waited 
for.  Take  her  away,  copper.  Clear  the  decks.  Give  her 
twenty  years. 

Copper:  (Counting  out  twenty  calendars),  (Sweetly), 

come  along,  girlie. 

Woman:  This  is  all  so  ...  so  very  . . . strange  . . . 

— ( 'It  ristine  Kempton . 


There  was  an  old  lady  from  Brussels 
Accused  of  wearing  two  bustles: 

She  said,  “It’s  not  true, 

It’s  a thing  I don’t  do — 

You  are  simply  observing  large  muscles.” 
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PAUL  EDEL 


213  W.  Centre  Street 


Baltimore,  Md. 


REAL  MEXICAN  FOOD! 


Chile  Con  Carne 15c 

Enchiladas,  order  of  3 25c 

All-steak  hamburger,  fried  in  butter  . 10c 

REAL  MEXICAN  DINNER  ....  50c 


Orders  to  take  out  fine  service  give  us  a try! 

OLD  MEXICO  INN 

914  Baltimore  Boulevard 
Hyattsville  Hyattsville  789 


WESTINGHOUSE 

Ranges,  Refrigerators,  Vacuum  Cleaners, 
Washing  Machines,  Water  H eaters 

Can  be  purchased  with  no  down 
payment  and  a small  monthly 
payment  with  light  bill  under 
the  Federal  Housing  Plan. 

Hyattsville  Hardware  Co. 
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Complete  Service  For 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 


BALTIMORE,  MD. 
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& iBank  JBook  is  tf )t  second  most 
baltiable  book  in  tf)e  toorlb.  $abe 
one  in  pour  tjcrnre? 

prince  (SeorgeS  J?ank  Sc  ®rust  Co. 
Jbpattsbtlle,  iUlb.  jfflt.  banter,  iUlb. 

C.  Ihotoarb  ©uefeett,  ipresibent 


SAVE  YOURSELF  “THUMBAGE”! 

Especially  at  Christmas  “thumbage”  loses  valuable 
time  for  you!  Buy  your  Christmas  presents  the 
new — the  modern — the  remote  control  way, — at 
Hutzler’s — and  save  “thumbage”! 

Send  us  your  list  and  the  wherewithal,  —and  we  ll 
do  the  rest!  Or — visit  our  gift-filled  store’s  special 
Christmas  shops! 

HUTZLER  BFGTtlEFS  6 

BALTIMORE,  MI). 


You  are  always  welcome  at 


HYATTSVILLE  MARYLAND 

Phone  GReenwood  1415 


My  wri/in's  got  me  in  a jam 
My  profs  don't  know  how  smart  1 am 
I'll  remedy  this  condition  deplorable 
I'll  buy  an  Underwood  Champion  Portable. 

Smart  student  will  get  more  work 
done  neater,  faster  and  have  more 
time  for  fun. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 
Company 

Room  228  Homer  Bldg.,  13th  and  F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Sales  and  Service  Everywhere 
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All  of  whom  are  ready  to 
serve  your  holiday  needs 


A.  T.  Jones  and  Sons 
Billhimer^Palmer  Motor  Co. 
Camel  Cigarettes 
Campus  Inn 
Carr  Brothers  & Boswell 
Chaney's  Garage 
Chesterfield  Cigarettes 
College  Bar^B'Q 
College  Park  Auto  Place 
College  Park  Bowling  Allies 
Paul  Edel  Costumes 
Edgeworth,  Jr.,  Tobacco 
Emerson  Hotel 
The  Hecht  Co. 

Horn'Shafer  Co. 

The  Hub 
Hutzler’s 

Hyattsville  Hardware  Co. 
Frank  R.  Jelleff  & Co. 
Jenkins  Jewelry 
Keystone  Printing  Co. 

Lord  Calvert  Inn 
Lotus  Restaurant 


Lucky  Strike  Cigarettes 
Lustine^Nicholson  Motor  Co. 
Madeline’s  Beauty  Shop 
M.  Philipsborn  Co. 

MagO'Vista 

Old  Gold  Cigarettes 

Old  Line  Barber  Shop 

Old  Mexico  Inn 

People's  Drug  Stores 

Parker's  Corner 

Power  Service  Station 

Prince  Georges  Bank  &-  Trust  Co. 

Prince  Albert  Tobacco 

Raleigh  Tobacco 

Standard  Engraving  Co. 

Stateland  Cleaners 
Topper  Cleaners 
Terrapin  Inn 

Underwood,  Elliott  Fisher 
University  Bookstore 
Varsity  Grill 
Willard  Hotel 
Yat  Luck  Palace 


A Christmas  special — 4 boxes 
of  Camels  in  "flat  fifties” 

— in  a gay  package. 


Camels 

Of  course  you’ll  give  cigarettes  for  Christ- 
mas. They’re  such  an  acceptable  gift  — 
such  an  easy  solution  of  your  problem. 
And  Camels  fill  the  bill  so  perfectly. 
They’re  made  from  finer,  MORE  EX- 
PENSIVE TOBACCOS  than  any  other 
popular  brand.  They  are  the  accepted  cig- 
arette of  the  social,  business,  and  athletic 
worlds.  Their  finer  tobaccos  give  that 
pleasant  "lift” — that  sense  of  well-being 
so  appropriate  to  the  spirit  of  Christmas. 


A full  pound  of  Prince  Albert 
in  an  attractive  gift  package. 


At  your  nearest  deal 
er’s— the  Camel  carton — 10 
packs  of  "20's” — 200  cigarettes. 


A full  pound  of  Prince  Albert 
packed  in  a real  glass  humidor. 

Copyright,  1936,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 


^Rince  Albert 


Fine  tobacco  for  Christmas.  For  more 
than  a quarter  of  a century,  the  mellow 
fragrance  of  Prince  Albert  has  been  as 
much  a part  of  Christmas  as  mistletoe 
and  holly.  So  to  the  pipe  smokers  on 
your  Christmas  list  give  Prince  Albert, 
"The  National  Joy  Smoke.”  It's  the 
welcome  gift.  For  more  men  choose  Prince 
Albert  for  themselves  than  any  other  pipe 
tobacco.  Let  every  pipeful  of  Prince 
Albert  repeat  "Merry  Christmas”  for  you. 


TO  RENEW  MY 
ENERGY,  I LIGHT 
UP  A CAMEL 


CAMELS  HAVE  A 
MILD,  DELICATE 
FLAVOR 


CAMELS  ARE  MILD 
DO  NOT  IRRITATE 
MY  THROAT 


CAMELS  DON'T  GET 
MY  WIND 


I SMOKE  A LOT. 
CAMELS  NEVER 
UPSET  M Y NERVES 


RAY  STEVENS  — Bul>- Sled  Champ  OUTDOOR  GIRL-Margaret  Lynam  TOMMY  ARMOUR-ColfChampion  HOUSEWIFE-Mrs.  Charles  Daly  FRANK  HAWKS  — Daring  Aviator 


CAMEL’S  COSTLIER  TOBACCOS  mean 

so  much  to  others  . . . we  are  sure  you'll  like  them  too! 


CAMELS  MUST  PLEASE  YOU_ 
OR  YOU’VE  SMOKED  THEM  FREE! 


, -7vuL:  Sm'Uatwn 

ney-C  /•n11 

to  hy  am^s 

SmohedO  fragrant 
. us  at  any  tunc 

in  it  to  us  ^ rcfund 

, dUs  date,  and  >vc  »»» 

f;;:  tan  -t“4c- 


© It.  J.  Key nolds  Tub.  Co. 


What  these  steady  Camel  smok- 
ers sav  is  confirmed  by  new 
smokers  everywhere,  who  saw 
our  money-hack  offer  to  "try 
ten". . . and  took  us  at  our  word ! 

They  try  ten... smoke  twenty. 
And  go  on,  from  pack  to  pack, 
to  explore  a new  delight...  as 
they  sense  the  mildness  ...  the 
coolness  . . . t lie  unrivaled  flavor 
. . . of  Camel’s  costlier,  non-irri- 
tating tobaccos. 

Attractive  trial  offer 

We  believe  Camels  represent 
the  ideal  cigarette.  And  so  re- 
peat our  money-hack  offer. 

Try  Camels.  Compare  them 
with  others  for  bouquet,  for 
tliroat-easc,  for  good  taste.Timc 
flies— get  a pack  today.  Join  those 
who  sav  "those  costlier  tobaccos 
certainlv  make  a difference!” 


• Camels  are  made  from  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
— Turkish  and  Domestic  — 
than  any  other  popular  brand. 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


OPHELIA’S  VERSION  OF  THE  PROM 

To  dance,  or  not  to  dance:  that  is  the  question: 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  partners 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a sea  of  stags, 

And  finally  accept  them?  To  dance:  To  deny 
A dance;  and  by  a denial  to  say  we  end 
The  tiresomeness  and  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  dancers  are  heir  to,  ’tis  a consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish’d.  To  dance,  to  deny. 

To  deny:  perchance  to  sit-out:  there’s  the  rub; 

For  in  that  stillness  what  dreams  may  come 
When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil 
Must  give  us  pause:  there’s  the  scandal 
That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life; 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  gossip, 
The  outcast’s  wrong,  the  other's  contumely, 

The  pangs  of  despised  love,  the  law’s  delay. 

The  insolence  of  friends  and  the  snobs 
That  repay  the  attempt  to  befriend  the  date 
Of  a friend  when  he  had  asked  a dance 
With  a bold  calmness,  who  would  refuse? 

To  push  or  to  be  pushed  through  the  mob 
Had  not  been  in  the  mind  when  accepting. 

The  dreamy  waltz  from  the  spell 
No  couple  returns,  puzzles  the  will 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  pills  we  have 
Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of? 

Thus  conscience  tries  to  make  cowards  of  us; 

And  thus  the  native  bond  of  friendship 
Is  cast  off  at  the  thought  of  a new 
Enterprise  of  a great  pitch  and  moment 
With  this  thought  friendship  does  turn  away, 

And  lose  its  name.  Be  all  my  sins  forgotten. 

( With  Apologies  to  Hamlet ) 


She:  “Why  do  they  call  a ship  ‘she’?” 

He:  “Oh,  I guess  they  make  their  best  showing  in  the 
wind.” 

— Northwestern  Purple  Parrot. 


I wish  I were  a kangaroo, 

Despite  his  funny  stances: 

I’d  have  a place  to  put  the  junk 
My  girl  brings  to  the  dances. 

— Log. 


Mussolini  is  now  seven  of  Italy’s  13  cabinet  members. 
It  is  known  as  government  by  ventiloquism. 

— A tlanta  Constitution . 
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Three 


1 


• Prom 

We  should  like  in  this  New  Line  to 
continue  the  excellent  custom  on  past 
years  of  giving  a half-nostalgic,  half- 
prophetic  account  of  the  Junior  Prom. 
We  should  like  to  tell  of  the  thrill  our 
first  Prom  brought  us,  of  the  subdued 
lights,  the  “one  and  only,”  and  the 
sweet  low  music,  and  of  the  comedy 
and  tragedy  in  which  their  combina- 
tion inevitably  results. 

We  should  like  to  boast  of  the 
imbibing  we  have  seen  and  give  sly 
hints  concerning  just  what  transpires 
at  the  house  parties  that  accompany 
the  Prom.  We  should  like  to  speak 
about  intermissions  and  stag  lines.  We 
should  like  to  relate  the  antics  of  past 
Prom  heroes  and  perhaps  tell  a few  of 
our  own  adventures.  We  should  like 
to  reminisce  over  the  more  beautiful 
girls  of  the  other  days  and  the  superior 
music  of  the  orchestras  at  other  Proms 
(although  we  will  go  so  far  as  to  predict 
that  there  will  be  few  who  do  not  pro- 
claim Frank  Dailey’s  music  the  best 
that  has  hit  this  campus  in  many 
moons).  We  should  like  to  give  sage 
advice  to  the  Juniors  about  the  type  of 
corsage  to  purchase  and  where  they 
may  be  bought  most  cheaply.  We 
should  like  to  inform  the  perplexed  as 
to  just  what  type  of  formal  attire  will 
be  correct.  We  should  like  to  talk 
about  the  proper  attention  to  be  given 
chaperones,  and  reveal  just  what 
brands  of  cigarettes  and  punch  would 
be  most  acceptable.  Yes,  we  would 
like  to  do  all  this,  and  more — if  only 
we  could  find  some  one  who  would  put 
us  wise.  For  at  the  times  of  past 


Proms  we  have  been  too  busy  being 
Freshmen  and  Sophomores  to  attend. 

• Key 

A true  story  which  we  pass  along  to 
you  for  what  it  is  worth  was  related  to  us 
by  two  of  the  local  gentry  whose  habit 
it  is  to  make  periodic  forays  onto  Ninth 
Street  in  Washington  (presumably  in 
quest  of  one  of  the  famed  jewelry 
emporiums  which  infest  the  street, 
although  we  cannot  vouch  definitely 
for  the  lodestone  of  their  attraction, 
which,  after  all,  has  no  bearing  on  our 
tale).  It  seems  that  on  their  most 
recent  visit  they  were  accosted  by  one 


of  the  nondescript  gentlemen  who 
frequent  the  street  and  asked  for  a 
small  pourboire.  This  gentleman  who 
exhibited  all  of  the  characteristics 
common  to  the  brotherhood  of  the 
down  - and  - out  - and  - unwilling  - to- 
workers:  suit  in  the  last  stages  of 
disrepair,  shoes  well  worn,  shirt  dirty, 
tie  loosely  knotted,  face  in  need  of 
razor  and  soap,  and  eyes  shifty  and 
watery,  had  apparently  come  down 
from  better  things,  with  which  he  yet 


held  one  last  bond.  For  despite  his 
shoes,  suit,  and  shirt,  despite  his  eyes, 
despite  his  appeal  for  aid,  he  still 
retained  one  link  with  his  former 
world.  Attached  to  a vest  that  was 
barely  held  together  by  shreds  was  a 
small  gold  object,  unmistakably  an 
ODK  key. 

• Shakespeare 

Breathes  there  the  man  with  soul  so 
dead  who  never  to  himself  has  said. 
“Are  they  never  going  to  stop  playing 
‘The  Music  Goes  Hound  and  Round’,” 
and  who  has  not  attempted  to  explain 
the  phenomenal  success  of  this  song  on 
the  grounds  that  its  appeal  was  based 
on  its  novelty.  Ff  such  there  breathe, 
let  him  then  skip  this  item.  For  he 
probably  will  not  care  to  learn  that  this 
song,  like  all  of  its  modern  brethren,  is 
a direct  steal  from  a more  successful 
work,  and,  in  fact,  stems  from  no  less 
a source  than  the  works  of  the  re- 
nowned William  Shakespeare,  late  of 
Stratford  and  London.  We  invite  you 
to  compare  the  current  “I  press  the 
first  valve  down.  The  music  goes 
down  and  around;  and  it  comes  out 
here,”  with  the  following,  taken  from 
Act  3,  Scene  2 of  Hamlet;  “Govern 
these  ventages  with  your  finger  and 
thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth, 
and  it  will  discourse  most  eloquent 
music.”  These  words  which  seem 
destined,  in  modern  dress,  to  echo  ad 
nauseam  through  the  ages  were  uttered 
by  Hamlet  to  those  most  romantically 
named  of  all  Shakespearean  characters, 
Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern.  He 
( Turn  to  next  page ) 
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was,  at  the  time,  trying  to  feign  mad- 
ness, and  could  give  no  better  indica- 
tion of  a complete  lack  of  sanity  than 
to  discourse  thusly.  And  if,  as  seems 
somewhat  possible,  these  words  were 
sung  at  him  half  as  often  as  their 
modern  counterparts  are  at  us,  there 
can  be  no  further  doubt  in  our  minds 
as  to  just  why  he  was  called  the 
Melancholy  Dane. 

• Beastly 

You  may  not  believe  this  story  we 
are  about  to  relate,  but  we’ll  swear  that 
we  actually  saw — or  thought  we  saw — 
it  happen.  It  took  place  in  London, 
where  we  happened  to  spend  our 
Christmas  holidays.  It  was  in  the 
lobby  of  one  of  the  London  hotels,  on 
the  second  floor  of  which  one  of  those 
big  English  charity  bazaars  was  taking 
place.  We  were  leaning  against  one 
of  the  pillars,  generously  provided  by 
the  hotel  management  for  just  such 
loungers  as  we — and  watching  the 
unending  flood  of  people  going  in  and 
out  of  the  lifts  (elevators  to  you  blokes). 
A rather  inebriated  gentleman  ap- 
proached one  of  the  cars  and  attempted 
to  enter  it,  but  was  swept  aside  by  the 
surge  of  people.  Regaining  his  equi- 
librium, he  made  for  another  lift,  only 
to  be  diverted  again  from  his  goal  by  a 
fresh  influx  of  people.  After  this  had 
happened  several  times,  he  paused  in 
the  middle  of  the  floor  to  take  stock  of 
the  situation.  Suddenly  his  eye  seemed 
to  light  on  an  advertising  poster  on  the 
adjacent  cigar  stand.  A smile  of 
peaceful  satisfaction  appeared  on  his 
face,  and  he  staggered  out  of  the  hotel. 
About  five  minutes  later  he  reappeared 
leading  an  extraordinary  humped  beast 
behind  him.  He  again  headed  towards 
the  lifts,  this  time  with  a deal  more 
success,  the  people  in  the  lobby  falling 
back  on  either  side  as  he  progressed  for- 
ward. Finally  he  reached  the  door  of 
one  of  the  cars  and  entered  therein, 
without  any  of  the  jostling,  shoving, 
and  pushing  that  had  accompanied  his 
previous  attempts.  As  for  the  beast 
itself,  a camel,  we  kept  it,  just  in  case 
anyone  should  happen  to  doubt  the 
story. 


• Romance 

Now  that  the  facts  of  this  story  have 
receded  into  the  mists  of  last  semester, 
which,  to  the  average  college  student, 
is  as  far  away  as  early  antiquity,  we 
should  like  to  retell  a little  incident 
that  took  place  in  one  of  this  Uni- 
versity’s departments  last  June.  It 
seems  that  one  of  the  more  whimsical 
Sophomores  was,  as  per  campus  con- 
vention, currently  enamoured  of  the 
upperclass  corrector  for  one  of  the 
school’s  less  earthly-minded  professors. 
It  was  the  habit  of  this  youth  to  insert 
upon  his  class  papers  little  notes  to  the 
object  of  his  afflictions  concerning  now 
the  color  of  her  eyes,  now  the  beauty  of 
her  hair,  or  even  at  times  more  mundane 
bits,  such  as  pleas  for  future  dates. 
This  pleasant  occupation  he  kept  up 
for  about  a month,  receiving  his 
responses  in  person — and  he  did  receive 
responses,  favorable  ones,  too,  the  girl 
apparently  not  being  a member  of  the 
Local  Coed  Union. 

All  went  well,  until  one  time  the 
professor,  contrary  to  usual  practice, 
decided  to  look  over  the  daily  class 
papers  himself.  Now  on  this  particular 
occasion  the  boy  had  inserted  a para- 
phrase of  a popular  song,  intimating 
that  he  would  like  to  meet  the  girl 
Saturday  evening,  “At  a quarter  to 
nine.”  Naturally,  he  was  more  or  less 
worried  as  to  the  professor’s  reactions 


to  his  flightiness  in  the  presence  of  the 
“more  serious  things  in  life,”  and  he 
mediated  ending  his  life,  leaving  school, 
or  even  taking  the  final,  irrevocable 
step  into  obscure  disgrace  by  joining 
the  Old  Line  staff.  But  before  he 
could  decide  upon  one  of  these  alter- 
natives as  being  the  least  harmful,  the 
paper  was  returned  to  him  bearing  a 
rosy  “A”  and  no  other  mark  what- 
soever. Whether  his  escape  was  due  to 
romantic  atavism  on  the  part  of  the 
teacher,  or  to  mere  oversight,  he  never 
could  determine;  but  thereafter  he 
refrained  from  the  insertion  of  irre- 
levant comments  on  his  school  papers, 
and  resorted  to  writing  poems  of  his 
own  to  his  love.  Since  then  he  has 
gone  even  further,  until  it  has  been 
reported  that  he  has  presented  the  girl 
with  a book  of  poems. 

• Library 

The  Maryland  library,  since  it  was 
built  has  been  the  scene  of  many  and 
varied  activities.  It  has  seen  the  pain- 
ful termination  and  no  less  painful 
beginning  of  scores  of  campus  ro- 
mances. It  has  listened  to  innumerable 
conversations  on  subjects  ranging  from 
Who  took  Who  to  the  last  Rossbourg 
and  Why  to  the  least  complicated  pre- 
test discussions  of  Economics  and 
Zoology.  It  has  seen  students  pore 
( T urn  to  page  27) 
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Five 


Musician 

HABITAT:  front  of  bandstand  or  thereabouts. 

CHARACTERISTICS:  unsteady  equilibrium  . . . assists 
leader  in  direction  of  band  by  waving  arms  vaguely  over 
head  . . . turns  around  frequently  to  make  sure  that  he  is 
receiving  enough  attention  ...  if  sufficient  notice  is  not  be- 
ing given,  knocks  over  music  stand  . . . pounds  bass  drum. 

Politician 

HABITAT : wherever  crowd  is  thickest. 

CHARACTERISTICS:  broad  and  continued  smile  . . . 
dances  with  as  many  girls  as  possible  . . . has  ample  supply 
of  cigarettes  which  he  distributes  liberally  . . . keeps  out  of 
dark  corners  . . . lavish  in  congratulations  to  Prom  Com- 
mittee . . . when  not  dancing,  stands  with  hands  in  trouser 
pockets,  coat  open,  and  chest  jutting  forward. 

Chaperones 

HABITAT : most  inconspicuous  place  possible. 

CHARACTERISTICS:  bored  look  . . . appear  uncom- 
fortable in  unfamiliar  formal  garb  . . . talk  “shop”  among 
themselves  . . . yawn  widely  after  twelve  o'clock. 

Doll 

HABITAT : close  as  possible  to  male  shoulders. 

CHARACTERISTICS:  pink  skin  . . . frequent  and 
generous  applications  of  lipstick  . . . has  date  carry  bulky 
compact  and  handkerchief,  both  of  which  she  borrows  at 
regular  and  short  intervals  . . . strikes  “Oh,  isn’t  that 
interesting”  pose  . . . dances  awkwardly  . . . scatters 
powder  on  tux  lapels. 

•loe  College 

HABITAT : about  two  miles  too  near  your  own. 

CHARACTERISTICS:  short  haircut  . . . has  loud 
voice  . . . which  is  heard  to  brag  incessantly  of  his  amatory 
and  imbibing  activities  . . . although  he  is  never  seen  to 
leave  the  dance  floor  . . . dances  steps  which  most  of  us 
outgrew  with  high  school  . . . bumps  into  three  couples 
every  10  seconds,  on  average. 


Cut-up 

HABITAT  : entire  dance  floor. 

CHARACTERISTICS:  self-satisfied  smile  . . . love  of 
practical  jokes  . . . frequents  band  stand  . . . pulls  bow 
ties  . . . carries  latest  novelty  gadget  . . . and  shows  it  to 
everyone  present  . . . has  some  “cute”  saying  which  is 
inserted  after  every  other  word  . . . dances  very  little. 

Campus  Swwlliearts 

HABITAT : any  place  furnishing  minimum  in  light. 
CHARACTERISTICS:  seldom  dance,  but  prefer  slow 
music  . . . wear  vacant  stares  on  faces  . . . keep  to  them- 
selves . . . rarely  ever  smile  . . . take  particular  pains  to 
avoid  chaperones  . . . usually  manage  to  dance  first  and 
last  dances  . . . but  sit  rest  out. 

La  fly-killer 

HABITAT : largest  group  of  females  available. 
CHARACTERISTICS:  bored,  aloof  expression  . . . 
condescending  smile  while  dancing  . . . has  money  . . . 
likes  Kappas  (and  knows  Kappas  like  him)  . . . speaks 
to  fellow  males  occasionally,  usually  to  bum  cigarette  . . . 
drives  Packard  120. 

Crooner 

HABITAT:  ear  of  date. 

CHARACTERISTICS:  closed  eyes  . . . dreamy  expres- 
sion on  face  . . . knows  about  half  of  chorus  of  each  song  . . . 
usually  sing  measure  behind  orchestra  . . . and  off-key. 

Silly 

HABITAT  : center  of  circle  composed  of  one  anxious- 
looking  male. 

CHARACTERISTICS:  talks  incessantly  while  dancing 
. . . wears  “Ain't  I Cute!”  expression  . . . pulls  gags  well- 
ripened  with  age  and  expects  hilarious  response  . . . 
invariably  furnishes  same  herself  . . . dances  at  arm's 
length  while  taking  . . . affects  lisp  or  Southern  drawl. 


Six 


THE  OLD  LINE 


The  great  diningroom  of  the  Beta  Beta  Pi  Fraternity 
House  was  bathed  in  semi-twilight  except  for  the 
flickering  of  the  giant  logs  in  the  fireplace.  Outside  the 
snow  was  dropping  steadily  and  bringing  a cold,  grey, 
January  day  to  a close.  The  guests  in  their  somber  evening 
clothes  and  beautiful  gowns  were  waiting  expectantly 
about  the  massive  table.  The  great  chandeliers  suspended 
from  t lie  ceiling  were  dark,  waiting  to  be  lighted  by  the 
approach  of  Speezer  Cruize,  handsome  president  of  the 
fraternity,  who  was  to  open  the  banquet  with  the  miliar 
“Cheerio,  let’s  fall  to.” 

The  guests  waited  patiently  for  their  host  who  seemed 
unaccountably  late.  Suddenly  there  was  a terrified  scream 
upstairs,  and  Kief  Hallow,  who  had  gone  in  search  of  him 
came  staggering  downstairs  with  pale  face  and  eyes  popping 
from  his  head. 

“My  Lord,  he’s  dead”  he  croaked  in  terrified  tones. 


The  group  of  startled  guests  ran  to  his  room  where  they 
found  Speezer  lifeless  and  crumpled  on  the  floor. 

“What  shall  we  do”  moaned  Rita  Radcliffe,  who  seemed 
to  have  retained  her  poise. 

“You  might  try  Truckin’”  chuckeled  a voice  from  the 
doorway.  “And  may  I inquire  to  the  whereabouts  of  one 
Speezer  Cruize.” 

“There  he  lies”  pointed  Dr.  Classic,  one  of  the  chaper- 
ones of  the  party. 

“Out  so  soon”  continued  the  man,  “And  it's  really  only 
the  first  night  of  the  house  party.  I say,  he  can't  take  it, 
can  he?” 


MURDERV 

Death  lurked  at  every  cornei  of  H 
House  during  the  Junior  Pron\  Bob 
Cruize,  President  of  the  organi:  alio 
heap  on  his  bedroom  floor.  Ihis 
the  mysterious  murders  of  tin  Boo 
cook,  and  an  entertainer.  Only  the( 
famous  detective,  could  conceived  tri 

“He’s  dead"  commented  Classic.  “But  who  are  you?” 

“May  I introduce  myself,  Philco  Pants,  detective 
extraordinary,  connoisseur  of  art  and  detector  of  crimes. 

You  know,  I'm  not  an  uninvited  guest.  Mr.  Cruise  asked 
me  down  for  the  week  end.” 

“We  were  about  to  call  up  the  Hyattsville  police” 
interrupted  Professor  Classic.  “However,  won’t  you  take 
charge  of  the  case?” 

“With  pleasure”  murmered  Philco.  “I’m  always  glad 
to  accommodate  a friend,  especially  when  lie's  been 
murdered.” 

Philco  stooped  over  to  examine  the  body.  “This  is  a 
very  serious  matter”  he  exclaimed.  “I  sense  something 
deep,  dark  and  foul,  and  I am  fearful  that  there  will  be 
another  horrible  development  before  we  are  through.” 

Just  then  a scream  pierced  the  air.  Before  any  of  the 
terrified  party  could  move.  Pants  rushed  into  the  house- 
mother’s room  from  whence  the  noise  had  come.  A few 
minutes  later  the  guest  found  him  bending  over  the  body  of 


Mrs.  Krunch.  He  pulled  a long  thin  weapon  from  her 
chest. 

“Chest  as  I thought”  punned  Philco  Pants.  “It  is  a 
poisonous  hatpin  from  the  house  of  the  Borgia’s.  This  one 
was  made  in  1561  by  Peter  Borgia.  It  may  be  found  in 
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WHOLES  ALE 

of  the  Beta  Beta  Pi  Fraternity 
Houseparty.  First  Speezer 
ation,  was  found  in  a crumpled 
his  tradgedy  was  followed  by 
Housemother , the  Ethiopian 
the  clever  brain  of  Philco  Pants, 
a trap  for  the  clever  criminal. 


catalogue  6,  page  exhibit  A.  It  has  been  tipped  with 
the  deadly  venon  of  the  Goofus  Goofus  snake,  one  of  the 
deadliest  reptiles  known  to  man.  I wonder  how  this 
weapon  could  have  gotten  here.” 

“There  is  a museum  full  of  relics  just  across  the  hall,” 
Professor  Classic  explained. 

“That’s  undoubtedly  the  answer,  my  dear  Classic” 


murmured  Pants.  “There  is  an  evil,  mysterious  force  at 
work  here,  I shudder  at  the  consequences.” 

At  this  time  a terrific  shriek  came  from  the  basement. 
Pants  was  again  in  action.  The  horrified  members  of  the 
household  followed  him,  and  a few  minutes  later  he  was 
pulling  a blue  steel  blade  from  the  back  of  Goona  Goona, 
the  Ethiopian  cook,  who  was  lying  on  the  kitchen  floor. 

“Another  nasty  little  thing,  don't  you  know”  lisped 
Pants.  “It’s  one  of  those  weapons  used  by  Malay  pirates 
when  they  go  in  search  of  wives.  No  doubt  its  from  the 
museum  too.  There’s  some  diabolical  work  here.” 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  Pants  when  there  was  a 
shrill  scream  from  the  top  of  the  house.  Pants  zipped  up 


the  stairway  four  steps  at  a time,  in  advance  of  the 
paralizcd  house  guests.  A few  minutes  later  they  found 
him  bending  over  the  body  of  a beautiful  blonde  girl,  with 
disheveled  tresses,  and  blood  welling  from  her  forehead. 
Around  her  reclining  body  were  shattered  fragments  of 
some  sort  of  pottery. 

“This  is  Two  Fan  Sadie,  our  dance  entertainer  for  the 
evening  ” said  I)r.  Classic. 

“This  little  lady”  drawled  Pants,  “Had  her  skull 


A, 


cracked  by  a beautiful  Chinese  vase  of  the  Ming  Toy 
dynasty.  It  is  a very  precious  relic,  and  according  to  tra- 
dition, when  once  this  vase  comes  in  contact  with  a beautiful 
lady,  there  is  bound  to  be  tragedy.” 

“Will  these  horrible  murders  ever  cease"  moaned 
Professor  Classic. 

“Yes,  my  friend,”  drawled  Philco  Pants,  lighting  an 
Egyptian  cigarette.  “I  am  pleased  to  be  able  to  tell  you 
that  the  mystery  is  solved.  I can  now  tell  you  that 
Speezer  Cruize  was  neither  stabbed,  poisoned,  or  shot.  I 
know  this  to  be  true  for  he  died  of  a broken  neck.  In  fact, 
Speezer  wasn’t  murdered  at  all.  He  accidently  met  his 
death  by  being  in  too  great  a hurry.  He  broke  his  neck  by 
trying  to  put  on  a wing  collar  which  was  one-half  size  too 
small  for  him.” 

“All  very  good,”  sneered  Classic,  “But  how  about  these 
other  tragedies?” 

“Mere  stage  setting,”  drawled  Pants.  “I  committed 
those  murders  myself.” 

{Continued  on  page  32) 


Eight 


THE  OLD  LINE 


We  Nominate... 

The  Old  Line’s  Hall  of  Fame 


• HERBERT  BRILL  . . . '36  . . . President  of  Senior  Class 
. . . lacrosse  player  par  excellence  . . . girls  his  weakness 
...  a pretty  smile  makes  him  drop  stick  and  run  ...  in 
direction  of  smile  . . . only  man  known  to  have  dated  eight 
girls  at  one  time  for  same  time  ...  at  different  places  . . . 
met  them  all  . . . and  kept  peace  . . . very  outspoken  and 
radical  . . . held  for  stirring  up  commotion  in  home  town 
some  years  ago  . . . Brickbats  for  taking  candy  from  babies 
. . . robbing  poor  boxes  . . . Bouquet  for  not  bullying 
children  . . . under  three. 

• EMANUEL  FRANCIS  ZALEZAK  . . . class  of  ’25 

. . . sole  proprietor  of  Varsity  Grill  . . . known  by  his  most 
intimate  friends  as  “Ptomaine  Zal”  . . . while  at  Maryland 
was  not  President  of  Student  Government  Association  . . . 
nor  President  of  Senior  Class  . . . favorite  sport  is  big 
game  hunting  ...  on  an  elephant  . . . hobby  is  playing 
“bean  bag"  with  the  children  of  the  neighborhood  . . . 
favorite  dinner  is  Cream  of  Wheat  . . . with  very  little 
milk  . . . which  he  is  often  seen  eating  at  Bill  White’s  . . . 
Bouquet  for  putting  chocolate  syrup  into  chocolate  sodas 
. . . Brickbats  for  not  serving  weights  with  sandwiches. 

• DOLORES  PIOZET  . . . Sophomore  in  the  Univer- 
sity . . . one  of  the  many  co-eds  who  is  pretty  . . . and  also 
brilliant  . . . when  three  years  old  had  the  I.  Q.  of  a mature 
woman  ...  at  five  translated  Homer  from  the  original 
Greek  . . . into  Italian  ...  at  the  same  time  composing  a 
symphony  . . . has  found  three  flaws  in  Einstein’s  “Theory 
of  Relativity”  . . . hobby  is  translating  Sanskrit  poetry 
into  Himalayan  . . . when  asked  what  she  thinks  of  the 
opposite  sex  said”  . . . antogeny  recapitulates  phylogeny” 
. . . Bouquets  for  always  thinking  of  her  friends  and  never 
self  . . . Brickbats  for  disliking  “this  modern  jazz.” 

• JEREMIAH  TAX  . . . journalist . . . member  of  Foot- 
light  Club  . . . many  other  organizations  . . . fast  friend  of 
all  deans  . . . most  unsung  hero  on  campus  . . . millionaire 
boy  who  cast  aside  foreign  tutors  . . . and  came  to  a State 
University  . . . has  breakfast  in  bed  ...  by  special  per- 
mission . . . dislikes  caviar  because  “he  has  had  so  much  of 
it  and  bird’s  nest  sou])”  . . . pheasant  tongues  still  his 
favorite  dish  . . . hobby  is  looking  for  something  to  do  . . . 
Bouquet  for  leaving  his  high  powered  car  at  home  because 
he  “wants  to  be  like  all  the  other  boys.” 

• THE  LIBRARY  . . . gathering  place  for  all  students 
having  a hunger  . . . and  thirst  for  knowledge  ...  of  the 
few  campus  places  where  the  scholar  is  welcomed  . . . with 
open  arms  . . . and  can  work  in  quietude  . . . student  back 
in  ’03  was  tarred  and  feathered  for  rattling  a candy  wrapper 


in  the  building  . . . consideration  in  the  minds  of  students 
. . . for  others  . . . brings  about  complete  silence  . . . assis- 
tants at  the  desk  drop  a pin  every  hour  ...  so  that  the 
inmates  might  hear  it  . . . Bouquets  to  members  of  the 
staff  for  allowing  the  patrons  to  carve  their  initials  in  the 
tables  for  diversion  . . . Brickbats  for  only  expelling  a 
co-ed  who  “accidentally  cracked  her  chewing  gum  in  the 
building.” 

• JOHN  HENDERSON  WOODELL  ...  ’36 ...  or 

thereabouts  . . . Chairman  Board  of  Membership  of  Swim- 
ming Club  . . . other  important  offices  . . . believes  in  the 
theory  that  all  work  and  no  play  makes  Jack  . . . and 
plenty  of  it  . . . likes  chocolate  milk  . . . with  one  egg  beat 
into  it  . . . Bouquet  for  being  the  organizer  of  a movement 
to  “clean  up  all  campus  politics”  . . . Brickbats  for  selling 
Shoemaker  Hall  to  a Freshman  . . . and  collecting  for  it. 

• DR.  NATHAN  L.  DRAKE  . . . Phi  Beta  Kappa  . . . 

Harvard  . . . Professor  of  Organic  Chemistry  . . . plays 
tennis  . . . chess  . . . auction  bridge  . . . likes  Brigg’s  in  his 
pipe  . . . smokes  faithfully  and  ardently  as  he  works  . . . 
trying  to  alleviate  the  large  scholastic  burden  placed  on  the 
students  . . . leader  of  movement  to  cut  the  school  day  to 
about  half  an  hour  ...  so  that  “the  children  can  have 
plenty  of  time  in  the  open  air”  . . . his  easy  course  sought 
after  by  the  entire  student  body  and  described  by  them 
with  the  modern  apposite  metaphor  . . . “chicken”  . . . 
some  like  it  so  much  that  they  take  it  until  stopped  by  the 
Dean  . . . (Editor’s  Note:  Mingoty  Abramovitz  . . . ’07 
. . . began  the  course  in  '06  and  obtained  special  permission 
to  continue  until  his  son  came  into  it  . . . he  and  his  son  will 
finish  this  June  ...  it  is  thought). 

• WE  NOMINATE  FOR  GODFATHER 

OF  THE  JUNIOR  PROMENADE: 

JOHN  BIRKLAND  . . . known  by  his  friends  as  “Turk  ” 
. . . dashing  . . . debonair  . . . diletante  . . . dislikes  Kant 
. . . Nietzsche  . . . Hegle  . . . and  the  more  modern  philo- 
sophers . . . spends  vacations  between  social  seasons  at 
secluded  mountain  resorts  . . . writing  . . . blank  verse  . . . 
hobby  is  saving  opera  ticket  stubs  . . . and  post  marks  . . . 
weakness  is  food  delicacies  and  likes  pate  de  foie  gras  . . . 
or  sirniki  with  smetena  . . . disagrees  entirely  with  Mrs. 
Post  . . . exponent  to  the  Turkland  School  of  Etiquette  . . . 
three  bouquets  for  requesting  that  the  Prom  hours  be 
changed  to  . . . from  6.30  to  9.30  ...”  I do  believe  that  just 
as  much  good,  clean  fun  can  be  had  between  these  hours 
than  the  late  ones,  and  numerous  units  of  body  energy 
can  be  conserved.  I wish  the  Committee  would  give  this 
their  most  solicitious  attention,”  said  Mr.  Birkland. 
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AN  OLD  LADY’S  FIRST  BOXING  MATCH 


“ Q()X.  are  we  going  to  eat?  Is  that 
a table  they’er  pulling  out? 
’Taint  big  enough  for  all  this  crowd. 
Hurry  up!  Let’s  get  a place.  . . Oh 
you  say  that  it’s  a boxing  ring.  Ring? 
That’s  a square.  I see  that's  what  you 
call  it.  It  looks  more  like  a pig  pen, 
even  has  a fence  around  it.  Why  is  it 
so  high?  Look!  those  bright  things 
are  coming  loose  from  the  ceiling. 
Oh  dear,  I knew  I should’nt  have  come 
to  this  thing.  You  say  they’re  the 
things  they  hang  the  lights  on.  It’s 
too  bright  in  here  already.  Son, 
look  at  that  vile  woman  smoking.  I 
am  going  home  right  this  minute. 
Here  comes  a man  with  something  to 
drink.  I hope  it’s  lemonade.  Oh, 
water  for  the  boxes.  I don’t  see  any 


boxes?  What  do  they  want  water  in 
them  for?  Look  at  them  benches. 
Ain’t  there  plenty  room  up  here.  And 
those  men  coming  in  here  in  their 
kimonas.  They  oughta  be  ashamed. 
Why  doesn't  Mr.  Byrd  put  them  out. 
What ! they’er  the  boxes.  If  that 
ain't  a queer  name  for  em.  Look  at 
that  man  climbing  inside  of  the  square 
ring.  What’s  he  saying?  125  lbs.  class. 
Are  you  put  in  classes  according  to 
pounds.  You’d  better  eat  more  so  you 
won’t  get  behind.  Well.  If  two  of 
them  men  in  their  kimonas  ain’t 
gettin  in  all  that  light.  Look  they’er 
whispering  about  me.  Oh!  you  say 
the  man  is  telling  them  how  to  box. 
Anybody  ought  to  know  how  to  make 
a box.  Why!  they  are  undressing,  let’s 


go  home.  My  what  dirty  underwear. 
It’  s as  black  as  tar.  I just  know’  they 
are  going  to  catch  cold.  How  dirty 
and  swollen  their  hands  are.  I don’t 
think  they  ever  wash  them.  Son, 
they’er  getting  mad.  Oh  my  soul! 
why  don’t  that  man  stop  them.  They 
will  hurt  their  hands.  What  are  they 
dancing  around  like  that  for.  I don’t 
hear  any  music.  That  other  man  looks 
like  he  is  afraid  he  will  get  hit.  Lordy!, 
he’s  killing  him.  There’s  his  teeth  on 
the  floor.  Guards  nothing,  I know 
teeth  when  I see  them.  Look  at  his 
face  all  smeared  with  blood.  Looks 
like  hog  killing  time.  Oh!  he  knocked 
that  poor  man  down  on  the  floor. 
What’s  that  man  counting  for? 

Now  in  my  day  . . .” 


“ / told  yon  these  would  come  in  good  on  the  swing  numbers .” 


Eleven 
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. . . it's  the  little  things  in  life  . . . like  my  mentality  . . . that  count. 


Junior  Promenades  . . . go  down  in  history.  In  a few 
short  hours,  Willard  walls  will  re-echo  to  the  mingled 
tread  of  many  generations  of  Maryland  prom-trotters, 
together  with  the  shuffle,  squirm,  and  babel  of  the  current 
affair  . . . Down  in  history  . . . they  come  at  eleven  and  go 
at  two  . . . down  in  history  . . . they  come  and  go  . . . but 
I go  wan  forever  . . . 

Careful  conning  of  this  leaflet  will  reward  you  with  a 
running-fire  photographic  prom  pre-view — inspiration  for 
which  sprang  from  the  fertile  pools  of  thought  of  an 
organization  that  also  bids  fair  to  go  ’way  down  in  history 
. . . Maryland’s  well  known  Quartet . . . four  minds  with  not 
a single  thought.  These  lads,  all  sober-minded  chappies, 
you  understand,  and  scions  of  well-respected  families, 
having  little  or  no  ability  at  hopscotch  or  chess,  are 
donating  time  gratis  to  entertaining  chaperones. 

Elsewhere  in  this  mass  of  pulp  and  printer's  ink  is  the 
second  edition  of  a bit  of  scribble  by  a lad  named  Sacks. 
If  any  stock  may  be  taken  by  the  first  edition,  it  will  be 
well  worth  turning  to  immediately.  Teeboo  here  suggests 
that  a hangnail  travesty  of  friend  Jerry  might  help  sooth 
the  ruffles  of  those  he  maligns  so  cruelly  ...  so  now — 
JEROME  GERALD  SACKS:  . . . man  with  a mascara 
mask  . . . taxi  coming  down  street  with  side  doors  open  . . . 
tea,  lettuce  salad,  graham  crackers,  and  pickled  herring  . . . 
recent  victim  of  attack  by  vampire  on  Library  steps  . . . 
alleged  heavy  financial  subscriber  to  Nazi  regime  . . . local 
habitat  Olive  Street,  Hyattsville  . . . death  in  a dishpan 
. . . and  what  a pan  . . . observed  at  early  age  cutting  shoe- 
string into  proper  lengths  for  bow-ties  . . . Pagliachi  . . . 
with  ears,  and  golashes  . . . only  man  on  campus  with 
genuine  southern  accent. 

By  this  time,  enough  Saturday  night  parkers  know  what 
Teeboo  and  I do  after  sundown  to  spoil  all  our  fun  any- 
way ...  so  that  this  particular  story,  illustrating  as  it  does 
that  crime  does  not  pay  and  causes  a helluva  lot  of  in- 
cidental embarrassment  . . . can  well  be  told  . . . Teeboo 
had  taken  time  out  one  night  . . . long  enough  to  indulge  in 
a quick  snack  and  coffee  at  the  Grill  . . . and  was  seated 
with  several  brethren  of  a popular  club  . . . when  in  burst 
a recent  alumnus  of  this  same  club  with  the  happy,  loud 
information  that  he'd  just  flown  down  from  Phillv, 
American  Airlines,  and,  on  request,  had  been  landed  at 
the  local  airport.  Fraternity  brothers  were  duly  impressed. 
Dapper  Jasper,  mixing  cokes,  looked  puzzled.  “Teeboo,” 


he  frowned,  “do  airliners  stop  at  College  Park?”  . . . 
“No,”  says  Teeboo,  inhaling  coffee,  poker-faced  . . . 
“ Whaddyamean!”  from  the  outraged  alumnus,  “I  just 
Hew  in  on  one!  . . . besides,  whatinell  do  you  know  about 
it  anyway?”  . . . “Why,  I,”  quoth  Teeboo,  slithering  past 
the  door-jamb  into  the  night,  “I’m  the  night  watchman 
. . . and  there  hasn't  been  an  airliner  in  College  Park  in 
six  years!”  . . . Name,  J.  L.  club,  I).  S. 

Facing  each  other  on  College  Avenue  . . . are  two  sorority 
houses  . . . one  representing  an  established  aristocracy 
. . . the  other  an  attempt  to  establish  a new.  Time  was, 
when  this  campus  couldn’t  possibly  hold  two  such  ambi- 
tious groups,  what  with  another  vigorous  sisterhood  two 
doors  down  the  street,  another  up  the  hill,  and  a third  in 
the  near  background  . . . Today,  thanks  to  wide-awake 
administration  and  extensively  disseminated  publicity  as 
to  just  how  much  this  University  has  to  offer  young  ladies, 
a rapidly  growing  coed  enrollment  adds  zest  instead  of 
bitterness  to  a vanishing  competition.  The  field  is  open 
. . . and  level-headed  house  presidents  can  keep  it  so  . . . 
to  mutual  benefits,  they’re  bound  to  discover  . . . 

There  is  a species  of  local  undergraduate  . . . that  arrives 
each  morning  on  the  campus  duly  at  8.19  to  attend 
classes  . . . digests  a cold,  dry  lunch  in  automobiles  . . . 
scuds  homeward  at  4.11  or  before  . . . and  reads  about  its 
University  in  the  newspapers.  This  species  constitutes  an 
impressive  percentage  of  enrollment  figures  ...  it  is  an 
obstacle  seemingly  unmoved  by  the  multi-lateral,  all- 
revolving  extracurricular  program  we  have.  Recently, 
the  Zalesak  Inc.  Varsity  Grill,  student  combines  fostered 
by  Ralph  Williams,  and  an  extensive  intramural  athletic 
tourney  by  Prof.  Mackert  have  done  some  towards 
keeping  students  on  the  campus  a greater  portion  of  the 
day  and  weekend  . . . but  much  more  thorough  solutions 
of  this  heckling  problem  must  be  forthcoming.  Offhand, 
M aryland  has  sufficient  attractions  and  possibilities  to 
keep  alumni  coming  back  for  years.  Something  must  be 
done  to  make  this  fleeting  group  contribute. 

In  a standoff,  wooden  frame  house  down  in  the  park, 
lives  a little  grayhaired  lady  who  rides  horses  despite  her 
odd  score  years  . . . who  remembers  when  a lad  named 
Levin  B.  Broughton  used  to  snaffle  apples  from  her  back- 
yard orchard  . . . when  the  local  gentry  used  to  call  him 
“Rags”  Truitt  . . . and  who  toasted  marshmallows  over 
(Continued  on  page  -10) 
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. . . MAN  ABOUT  A DOG 

The  Three  Outstanding  Stories  Picked  From  United  States  Periodicals  Last  Year 


• CRIME 

Mr.  Repetti,  a long,  lean  expression  on  his  green  face, 
stuck  his  head  around  the  corner,  and  raised  his  glinting 
steel  revolver,  with  a long,  lean  smirk.  A black  mask 
(made-hurridly-out-of-a-silk-stocking)  covered  the  upper 
part  of  his  face,  but  his  red  eyes  glinted  through  the  holes 
like  two  shining  tulips. 

At  the  table  inside  the  smoky  little  room,  a man  w’as 
sitting,  drooped  around  a bottle  of  beer.  His  long,  lean 
nose  ended  in  a tip-tilted  point  of  brilliant  red.  Before 
him  was  a picture  of  a blonde  with  eyes  like  two  round 
invitations. 

“Baby,”  he  was  saying  softly,  “Nobody  knowsh  but 
yoush  and  me.  I pushed  Repetti  in  Eash  River  last 
night;  tied  him  up  in  a paper  bag.  Now  we  are  free.  I got 
the  loot.  I got  my  man.  And  now,  Baby — ” 

“ Oh,  is  dat  so ! ” Repetti,  who  had  been  slinking  around 
the  corner  now  busted  in  the  room  with  his  glinting  steel 
revolver.  “Reach  for  dat  cockroach  on  de  ceiling,” 
smirked  Repetti.  “I  hoid  youse.  And  keep  em  up.” 

“Why,  my  old  pal,  Repetti!  Listen,  Repetti — I got  a 
little  exshplanation  about  lasht  night.  I didn’t  mean  to 
throw  you  in  the  River.  It  was  a sort  of  accident,  see.” 

“Sure,  sure.  What  about  me  moll  you  was  talkin’  to! 
Say  your  praze;  you’re  going  to  be  a little  heavier  in  a 
second.”  He  waved  the  revolver.  “I  happens  to  know 
how  to  swim,  see.  Dats  how  I excape,  see.  Got  anyt'ing 
to  say,  before  yo  go  to  meet  ya  Manufacturer?” 

“Now  look  heah,  Repetti — ” 

Just  then  the  closet  door  burst  open,  and  a tall,  hand- 
some man  with  a square  set  jaw,  and  eyes  that  burned  of 
justice  and  order,  stepped  out,  suavely  smiling.  He  was 
dressed  in  white,  and  a sort  of  gold  haze  of  light  hung 
around  his  head.  In  his  hand  was  a silver  automatic,  and 
on  his  chest  gleamed  a newly  polished  badge. 

“My  dear  friends,”  he  said,  “Cease  your  argument  and 
raise  your  hands.  You  are  under  arrest  in  the  name  of  the 
law  of  the  Government  of  the  United  States.  I am  a 
G-man!  You  see  how  useless  it  is  to  be  criminals!  Come 
here  and  accept  these  handcuffs.  Crime  does  not  pay.” 

The  two  men  hung  their  heads  in  shame  and  walked 
slowly  towards  the  Law. 

“Alas,”  murmured  Repetti,  “I  knew  they'd  get  me.” 

“Alash,”  said  the  other  man. 

• LOVE 

A round,  red,  full,  harvest,  gleaming,  romantic,  shim- 
mering moon  rose  above  the  tree  tops,  as  Ronald  and 


Yvonne  drifted  along  the  gently  whispering  black  water 
in  a softly  rocking  canoe. 

The  warm  night  air  was  heavily  laden  wTith  scents  of 
jasmine;  roses;  lilacs;  apple,  peach,  pear,  and  cherry 
blossoms.  Somewhere  music  was  softly  playing.  “I  Love 
You  Truly,”  “Down  the  River  of  Golden  Dreams,” 
“One  Night  of  Love,”  “The  Music  Goes  Round  and 
Round,”  and  “I'm  in  the  Mood  For  Love.” 

Ronald  leaned  toward  the  girl.  She  looked  up  at  him 
with  deep,  dark  eyes,  and  her  soft  carmine  lips  trembled. 
Her  hair  was  a crown  of  gold  for  her  oval  face. 

“I  could  go  on  forever  like  this,”  he  murmured,  his 
voice  like  a deep,  sonorous  cow-bell. 

Yvonne  threw  back  her  head,  and  let  her  golden  locks 
trail  in  the  water. 

“This  reminds  me  of  Pittsburgh,”  she  said  softly. 

“Yes,”  he  stared  at  the  stars,  “It  is  lovely.” 

The  moon  rose  higher,  and  played  lightly  with  the  little 
waves.  The  music  was  indescernible  now,  and  there  was 
no  sound  but  the  gentle  swish  of  water  against  the  side  of 
the  canoe. 

Ronald  sat  closer  to  Yvonne,  and  gazed  down  at  her. 

“Darling,”  he  whispered,  “Make  me  the  happiest — -” 

“I  think  that  a crab’s  got  hold  of  my  hair,”  murmured 
the  girl.  “I  can’t  lift  my  head.” 

“A  crab ! The  low  devil ! Don't  be  afraid,  my  dearest ! ” 
Ronald  ripped  off  his  shirt  and  shoes,  and  with  a mighty 
leap,  his  bronzed,  glistening  body  slipped  under  the  black 
water.  He  worked  quickly.  He  emerged  from  the  water, 
and  with  bronzed,  deft  expert  hands,  released  the  lovely 
Yvonne  from  all  danger.  Then  with  a deft,  expert  motion, 
he  leaped  lightly  back  into  the  canoe,  and  his  bronzed 
face  lit  up  in  a quiet  smile. 

“It  wasn’t  a crab  at  all,”  he  said,  “It  was  a fish!” 

“O-oli,”  she  shuddered,  “How — how  terrible!” 

“But  there’s  no  need  to  worry  now,  dearest!”  he  said  in 
his  deep,  throaty  voice. 

“Oh,  Ronald,”  she  breathed  in  sudden  ecstacy. 

He  bent  closer  over  her,  and  patted  her  head. 

• WILD-WEST 

Pistol  Pete  hitched  up  his  pants;  tied  his  horse  to  the 
post,  and  shook  himself.  It  had  been  a long  ride.  Then 
he  sauntered  across  the  dry,  dusty  street  to  the  Dizzy- 
Belle  Emporium,  and  stood  for  a moment,  feeling  for  his 
revolvers,  and  glaring  around  with  his  two  steel-blue  eyes. 

Then  the  Emporium  door  swung  open,  and  Dead-Shot 
(’;il  sauntered  out  with  two  of  his  pals,  Seven-Gun  Nicholas, 
( Continued  on  next  page) 
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and  Cold-Meat  Joe.  They  sauntered  over  to  an  adjoining 
saloon,  and,  pulling  their  sombreros  down  over  their 
foreheads,  glared  with  steely  eyes  out  from  under  them, 
at  Pistol  Pete. 

Pistol  Pete  tightened  up  his  belt  a notch,  and  sauntered 
into  the  Emporium,  muttering  under  his  breath, 

“I'll  get  them  guys  effen  it’s  the  last  act  I do.  They're 
the  low-down  skunks  who've  been  rustlin’  my  cattle  after 
1 asked  them  to  keep  quiet  while  I sleep.  Do  I gotta  stay 
awake  with  all  them  cattle  rustlin’  out  there?  I ask 
myself!  I do  not.” 

The  Emporium  was  crowded  with  thick,  heavy-set, 
steely-eyed  men,  who  sauntered  around  from  gal  to  gal. 
Music  was  playing,  and  the  floor  was  filled  with  the 
mottling  crowd.  Sure-Fire  Harvey  sauntered  up  to  Pistol 
Pete,  grinning  amiably. 

“Evenin',  Pete,”  he  said,  “Glad  to  see  ya  back!” 

“In  my  country,  they  shoot  guys  for  less'n  that.”  said 
Pete.  He  drew  a gun  quickly  from  a holster  and  fired. 
Harvey  slumped,  clutching  at  his  bloody  shirt. 

Nine-Bullet  Sam  was  seated  at  a table,  when  Pete 
sauntered  over  and  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

“Hello,  lad,”  he  said. 

“Oh,  hello,  Pistol  Pete!  Here,  have  a drink  on  the 
house!” 

“Where  I come  from,  we  plug  guys  for  less’n  that,”  said 
Pete  in  a surly  tone,  and  riddled  him. 

( Continued  on  page  2 If) 


“ The  boss  is  down  in  the  tool  shed  playing  with 
his  tinker  toys  again." 


II y Theodore  Erbe 


It’s  always  nice  to  begin  something  and  end  something. 
We  just  sit  back  and  enjoy  it  a lot,  wishing  the  semester 
happy  goodbye,  and  the  editor  hurls  a pastepot  at  us  and 
tells  us,  “Let’s  go!”  We  keep  remembering  how  nice  it  is, 
just  the  same. 

SCREEN 

B | INVENTORY  ...  In  the  same  vein,  with  both 
exams  and  1935  tucked  up  safely  behind  us,  we  can  begin 
the  installment  with  a movie  inventory  for  the  year. 

The  Informer  was  the  best  film  of  the  year,  but  Mutiny 
on  the  Bounty , being  colossal,  was  most  popular  and 
magnetized  about  three  million.  Top  Hat  was  second  in 
gross  receipts,  with  David  Vopperfield  and  Bengal  Lancer 
following  in  close  order. 

A select  few  were  benevolently  elevated  to  stardom 
during  the  year.  These  were  Claudette  Colbert,  Merle 
Oberon,  Warner  Oland,  Robert  Donat,  Errol  Flynn  and 
Edward  Arnold.  Collectively,  the  historionic  abilities  of 
the  1935  new  stars  were  gratifyingly  higher  than  those  of 
previous  crops,  but  Greta  Garbo  still  is  the  largest  inter- 
national drawing  card.  Shirley  Temple  was  second  best 
and  quite  popular  in  far-distant  spots  like  Australia. 
Gary  Cooper  led  in  Japan;  Mussolini  in  Ethiopia. 

The  number  of  feminine  lights  has  fallen  so  low  that  we 
wonder  what  in  the  world  will  become  of  sex  appeal.  Of 
eighteen  MGM  stars,  eight  are  women,  and  of  the  Warner 
fifteen,  only  two  are  of  the  fair  sex.  These  two  studios 
boast  the  first  and  second  largest  number  of  luminaries. 
Speaking  in  nice  round  numbers,  94  stars  shone  at  Holly- 
wood in  1935  with  290  featured  players  as  satellites. 

Materially,  pictures  went  on  as  before,  stressing  the 
social,  topical,  biographical  and  trite  themes,  but  it  is 
important  to  note  the  G-man  cycle  begun  by  Warner,  the 
Shapespeare  canned  by  MGM,  and  the  increased  number 
of  “costumers”  ( Pompeii  and  Cristo  et  al).  Toward  the 
end  of  the  year,  we  fear,  someone  laid  plans  for  a cycle 
of  “mercy-killing”  plays;  happily,  no  one  seems  able  to 
decide  which  is  right. 

In  shorts,  Mickey  Mouse,  who  isn't  really  a bad  fellow, 
was  most  popular,  and  Pete  Smith  was  runner-up  with  his 
sport  topics. 


{Continued  on  page  28) 
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THE  BUSINESS  ACCOUNTANT 
MAJOR  TO  HIS  GIRL 

My  Dear  Josephine: 

I have  just  been  looking  over  receipts 
from  you  this  week  and  regret  to  state 
that  though  I have  received  2 letters 
containing  506  kisses  and  one  telegram 
transmitting  1 Big  Hug,  your  ledger 
card  still  shows  a debit  balance  of 
some  8,061  kisses,  93  hugs,  and  46 
“Wish  you  were  here's.” 

I have  shipped  you  freely  consign- 
ment after  consignment  of  Grade  A, 
first-class  Love  upon  your  promise  that 
you  would  meet  all  obligations  in 
return.  Only  last  Tuesday,  I was 
tempted  to  hold  up  a telegraphic  ship- 
ment of  “Lonesome  without  you’s” 
owing  to  the  condition  of  your  account 
and  the  fact  that  no  remittance  had 
been  received  from  you  in  over  two 
weeks. 

I trust  you  will  not  make  it  necessary 
for  me  to  market  my  affection  else- 
where, and  that  a quick  reply  will  be 
forthcoming  by  return  mail.  Other- 


wise, with  much  reluctance,  I shall  be 
compelled  to  hold  up  further  ship- 
ments of  Candy,  Flowers,  Kisses,  and 
Assorted  Love  Tokens. 

Yours, 

—Bill. 

Concluding  the  description  of  a girl 
who  had  disappeared,  a newspaper 
said  she  was  a blonde  when  last  seen. 


It  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to 
lend  and  it  costs  about  the  same. 


Ain’t  people  funny?  If  you  tell  a 
man  there  are  270,678,934  stars  in  the 
universe,  he'll  believe  you,  but  if  a sign 
says  “Fresh  Paint”  that  same  man  has 
to  make  a personal  investigation. 


DEMON  RUM 

Magistrate:  “Are  you  certain  lie’s 

drunk?” 

Wife:  “Drunk!  He  brought  home 
a manhole  cover  and  tried  to  play  it 
on  the  phonograph!” 

— Reserve  Wildcat. 


Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
As  their  pages  o’er  we  turn, 
That  we’re  apt  to  leave  behind  us 
Letters  that  we  ought  to  burn. 


UNLESS  I’M  BROKE 

“I’d  like  to  propose — ” 

“Oh,  this  is  so  sudden!” 

“That  we  go  to  the  movies — ” 
“I  love  movies.” 

“Later  on  in  the  week.” 


5Rook5 


L -i 

* V .1  / 

“ Well  you  ordered  a side  car  didn’t  you?” 
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. . . WHEIli:  IS  THY  stim;? 

By  Martin  Stein 


INSPIRATION  caught  Margery  Welsh  between  t lie 
eyebrows.  She  hurried  to  her  husband. 

“Listen,  John,”  she  said,  “we  can  pull  this  off  yet— if 
we're  good.  Introduce  Otto  by  some  other  name.  Tip 
him  off  that  he’s  supposed  to  be  a lecturer  or  something. 
We  can  get  away  with  it — father’s  pretty  dumb,  you 
know.” 

“Yes,”  said  John,  “I  know.”  His  wife  gave  him  a look. 
He  went  out  into  the  garden  and  found  his  friend. 

“Otto,”  he  said,  “you're  a lecturer.  Do  you  mind?” 

“I  don't  mind  if  he  thinks  I'm  a horse  doctor,”  said  Otto 
pleasantly.  “What  shall  I talk  about — bees?” 

“Sure,”  said  John,  “Bees  will  be  great.”  Then  he  went 
in  to  his  wife. 

“He  says  he’ll  talk  about 
bees.” 

Margery  Welsh  had  her 
doubts,  but  she  felt  she  could 
do  no  more.  Ever  since  she 
and  John  had  eloped  she'd 
been  trying  to  get  out  of 
situations  like  this  one.  Penni- 
less, they  had  gone  to  her 
father  for  his  approval.  He 
had  given  them  five  thousand 
dollars  and  said  that  if  they 
lived  an  orderly  life,  kept  out 
of  dept,  and  made  solid,  re- 
spectable friends,  he  would 
take  John  into  his  firm. 

Once  before  a crisis  had  oc- 
curred when  John  had  almost 
wrecked  her  schemes  by  coming 
in  slightly  inebriated  while  her 
father  was  visiting  them.  That 
time  she  had  saved  the  day  by  putting  him  to  bed  (which 
was  difficult)  and  making  him  pretend  to  be  sick  (which 
wasn’t).  She  knew  that  if  her  father  was  aware  of  the  fact 
that  Otto  Harbunk,  millionaire  sportsman,  was  her 
husband’s  best  friend  it  would  mean  the  end  of  all  her 
cherished  dreams  of  the  future. 

The  bell  rang.  She  opened  the  door.  Major  Bombsby, 
pompous,  grey-beavered,  red-faced,  stomped  into  the 
room. 

“Well,  Margery?”  he  boomed  so  loudly  that  the  bottles 
under  the  sofa  rattled.  “ Been  behaving  yourself?  John 
been  behaving  himself?  You  look  well!” 

“Thank  you,  father.  I’m  so  glad  you  could  come 
tonight.” 

“Why  tonight?  Why  not  last  night?  Or  any  night?” 
“Because,”  she  said,  “one  of  John’s  friends  is  here  and  I 


was  anxious  to  have  you  meet  him,  so  that  you  could  see 
the  sort  of  people  who  come  to  our  house.” 

The  terrace  door  opened  and  John  came  into  the  room. 
Behind  him  came  Otto,  looking  foolish  with  his  trousers 
rolled  up  and  a hastily  improvised  butterfly  net  in  his  hand. 

“Major  Bombsby,”  said  John,  “I  want  you  to  meet  my 
friend.  Doctor  Buzzvine.” 

“We’ve  been  beeing,”  said  Otto,  waving  his  net.  “Do 
you  bee?” 

“Hell,  no!”  said  the  Major,  looking  momentarily 
alarmed.  I’m  a business  man.”  Then  he  turned  to  his 
daughter — “What  does  this  mean,  anyway?” 

Margery  laughed.  “He’s  a very  well  known  lecturer, 

daddy.”  She  lowered  her 
voice,  “and  one  of  John’s  best 
friends.” 

Dinner  passed  off  better 
than  Margery  had  hoped  it 
would.  There  had  been  only 
one  crisis  when  Otto,  having 
discoursed  steadily  on  bees 
since  the  soup,  had  turned 
suddenly  to  the  Major  and  in  a 
gallant  effort  to  be  polite  said : 
“ I say.  Major,  have  you  got 
hives?” 

Margery  had  gasped  and  the 
Major  had  clutched  his  waist 
as  though  expecting  to  find  a 
sword  there,  which  didn’t  fool 
anybody.  He  had  scratched 
throughout  the  rest  of  the 
meal,  but  the  deception  had 
been  complete.  Almost  tear- 
ful with  gratitude,  she  had  said 
good-night  to  Otto,  and  cosied  her  father  along  for  another 
hour,  while  John  played  phonograph  records  on  the 
victrola. 

As  he  rose  to  go.  Major  Bombsby  called  his  daughter 
aside: 

“Margery,”  he  said,  “can't  you  get  John  to  know  some 
people  who’ll  be  able  to  do  him  some  good?  This  professor 
bird  was  all  right,  but  he  won’t  help  you  get  ahead." 

"Why,  Daddy!” 

“I’ve  been  trying  for  two  months  to  meet  a man  who 
lives  up  here.  Want  to  sell  him  a paper  mill.  Does  John 
help  me?  No!  He  cultivates  a butterfly  booster ! ” 

“Whom  do  you  want  him  to  meet,  daddy?  John  might 
know  him. 

“John?”  said  the  Major.  By  thunder!  How  would  he 
ever  know  a man  like  Otto  Harbauk?" 


The  OLD  MM:  Offers 

$5.00 

For  flie  best  sliori 
sf orv  of  f lie  month 

RULES 

1.  / III  stories  must  be  at  least  900  and  not  less 
than  1500  words. 

2.  All  stories  must  be  typewritten,  double  spaced, 
and  written  on  one  side  of  the  paper  only. 

3.  All  stories  must  be  in  the  hands  of  the  editor 
not  later  than  two  weeks  after  the  previous  issue  of 
the  magazine  is  published. 

If.  The  editors  reserve  the  right  to  make  any 
necessary  changes  in  all  manuscripts. 


Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


PROM  111 

The  OLD  LINE  takes  great  pleasure  in  announcing  the 
and  her  Melo-dears,  in  the  Gold  Room  of  the  H agger stoin\ 


The  music  goes  ’round  and  'round  says  Ina 
Ray  Leishear  and  her  girls  who,  tear  off  the 
melody  with  the  greatest  of  ease.  At  the  ex- 
treme left  is  Cynthia  Schubert,  wearing  the 
sunbonnet  that  made  Sue  famous,  caressing  her 
silver  sax;  to  the  right  is  hot  fiddle  Hutton,  the 
girl  with  the  dreamy  eyes;  in  the  center  is  Annie 
Oakley,  who  has  been  on  a diet  for  the  past 
few  weeks,  trying  to  swallow  her  clarinet; 
standing  to  Annie’s  left  is  sweet  tone  Sylvia, 
whose  Sacks  appeal  is  hotter  than  the  pipe  of 
Arabella  Erbe,  the  girl  from  Waikaikee;  at  the 
extreme  right  is  Sparkplug  Ina,  herself,  whose 
face  looks  like  Leishear’s  birdsnest,  ( get  it?) 


Here  we  have  Diamond  Jim  Frady,  the  Broadway  Gondolier,  and 
the  four  melo-dears  in  what  looks  to  be  a scene  from  the  gripping, 
thrilling  production,  Rendevous.  Diamond  Jim  has  been  stalking 
the  dance  floor  like  a 42  St.  tiger,  seeking  a victim  for  the  next  dance. 
Each  of  the  four  girls  secretly  hopes  to  be  the  partner  of  Jim,  but  is 
trying  to  play  blase  and  coy  at  the  same  time,  in  hope  she  will  not 
escape  the  clutches  of  the  Times  Square  Panther.  Diamond  Jim  has 
mistaken  them  for  the  Four  Marx  Brothers  and  is  getting  his  glasses 
in  focus  for  a night  at  the  opera. 


The  grand  promenade  remind 
strumming  guitars,  and  black-eyi 
Sir  Jaimes  ’Eadley,  of  Sylveste  m t! 
Handlebar  Harry  Hummingbirc  k t 
those  two  bits  of  feminine  bea 
Shellia.  Both  boys  are  a bit  dis  poi 
for  big  game  and  brought  back  . 
fishing  for  a sardine  and  caught 
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•mal  Junior  Prom,  featuring  the  mimic  of  Lna  Ray  Leishear 
. C.  C.  Clubhouse,  Friday,  January  31,  from  10  until  ?. 


It’s  leap  year  this  year  at  the  Junior  Prom 
and  each  girl  is  trying  to  get  the  jump  on  t he 
others.  Benny  Riben  seems  to  be  the  most 
popular  male  present.  In  fact,  lie’s  the  only 
one.  Ina  Ray  has  dropped  her  baton  long 
enough  to  take  a spin  around  the  floor  with 
Benny.  Note  the  look  of  innocent  rapture  as 
she  twirls  about  in  Benny’s  arms,  as  well  as  the 
looks  of  deadly  determination  on  the  faces  of 
the  other  girls.  Sylvia  Sacks  is  about  to  cut  in 
with  her  little  axe.  Behind  Benny  stands 
Cynthia  Schubert  who  despises  derbys.  Cyn- 
thia is  waiting  till  she  and  Benny  are  alone  so 
she  can  knock  his  lid  off.  Remember,  it’s 
leap  year! 


id  ns  of  Venice,  moonlight,  gondolas, 
vf  jelladonnas.  Leading  the  prom  are 
ei  n the  Thames  (On  the  left),  and 
(1  )n  the  right).  Between  them  are 
ai  , the  Walnut  sisters,  Hulda  and 
s jointed.  Sir  Jaimes  went  gunning 
a uck,  while  Handlebar  Harry  went 
a hale. 


Here  we  have  a sweet  exemplification  of  love  at  the  Prom.  On  the 
divan  are  three  hearts  and  a set  of  ribs  beating  as  one.  Floating  above 
them,  hanging  from  a wall  bracket,  is  Dan  Cupid  with  his  bow  and 
arrow.  He  believes  Cynthia  to  be  on  the  point  of  weakening  (for  she 
has  a rattling  good  lover)  and  is  preparing  to  give  her  a shot  in  the 
arm,  so  she  won’t  weaken.  Miss  Walnut,  who  is  all  worn  out  from 
the  Prom  no  longer  can  resist  the  call  of  love,  and  Handlebar  Harry  is 
hissing:  “At  last  you  are  mine.’’  Judging  from  Cupid's  intelligent  ex- 
pression, he  will  do  well  if  he  doesn't  make  a mistake  and  shoot  himself. 
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It  was  unfortunate,  as  well  as  em- 
barrassing for  me,  that  the  ferris 
wheel  stopped  when  it  did.  Having 
from  my  childhood  days  been  attracted 
by  ferris  wheels,  flying  cars,  and  cater- 
pillars at  the  fair,  1 had  ventured  alone 
into  the  glass-enclosed  cabin  and  had 
been  hoisted  through  several  thrilling 
revolutions  when  suddenly  the  machine 
operating  the  wheel  coughed,  groaned, 
and  stopped.  This  fuss  was  preceded 
by  a tearing  sound,  much  the  same,  I 
imagine,  as  a giant  ripping  the  fenders 
and  body  off  an  automobile  would 
make.  After  much  jolting  about,  some 
screaming,  and  not  a little  nausea,  the 
wheel  stopped  and  I realized  my 
predicament.  I was  in  the  heavenmost 
cabin. 

Peering  quickly  out  of  the  front  and 
rear  windows,  I saw  that  the  cabins  on 
either  side  of  me  were  empty.  I im- 
mediately began  to  shout  and  signal  to 
the  men  below  who  had  sold  me  the 
ticket,  pushed  me  up  the  incline  to  the 
cabin,  and  pushed  the  levers  that  set 
the  wheel  turning,  but  to  my  dismay  1 
saw  that  several  police  had  just 
arrived  on  the  scene  and  accosted  said 
persons.  After  some  argument,  during 
which  onlookers  placed  ladders  up  to 
the  loaded  lower  cabins  and  rescued 
the  frightened  women  therein,  the 
police  seemed  to  win  their  point  and 
took  the  men  away  to  the  other  end  of 
the  fairgrounds.  One  old  chap  did  look 
up  to  where  I was  perched,  but  only, 
I am  sure,  to  shout  at  some  passing 
bird,  for  he  did  not  notice  my  clamor- 
ings  to  escape.  Soon  thereafter  the 
groundlings  dispersed.  As  it  grew 
darker  and  the  fair-attendants  closed 
the  grounds  for  the  night,  I was  left 
desolately  alone — atop  the  stranded 
ferris  wheel. 

I always  have  been  a delicate  fellow, 
and  this  was  one  of  the  greatest  crises 
of  my  life.  It  was  appropriate  that,  at 
that  very  time,  I thought  of  a man  up 
a creek  in  a canoe,  without  a paddle. 


The  operators  of  the  wheel  might 
certainly  have  been  more  considerate 
than  to  leave  me  on  top  this  ferris 
wheel  on  the  night  of  the  Junior 
Promenade.  The  doors  opened,  from 
the  outside,  and  each  time  I attempted 
movement  the  cabin  swung  back  and 
forth  with  an  ominous  creak  that  made 
me  fear  it  was  none  too  well  fastened. 
Naturally,  thereafter,  I remained  still, 
and,  glancing  at  my  watch,  noticed 
with  fear  in  my  heart  that  it  was 
already  4.30.  At  that  time  I must 
have  been  overcome  by  the  stuffy 
atmosphere  of  the  cabin,  for  that  is  the 
last  I remember. 

Judging  from  the  suddenness  with 
which  I awoke,  an  hour  must  have 


passed.  Men  with  torches  milled 
about  on  the  ground  below,  pointing  at 
my  cabin,  and  asking  if  I was  there; 
several  policemen  were  tooting  their 
whistles  at  me,  and  there  was  some- 
what of  a tumult  at  the  base  of  the 
wheel.  By  taking  off  my  shoes  and 
smashing  the  side  cabin  window,  I was 
able  to  assure  them  that  I was  still 
there.  Then  I was  told  the  men  who 
had  been  taken  into  custody  had 
finally  convinced  the  police,  who  had 
thought  they  were  only  trying  a ruse, 
that  I was  in  the  top  cabin. 

After  twenty  or  more  minutes  of 
tinkering  by  the  men,  the  wheel  gave, 
and  the  cabin  lurched  forward  and 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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— Pelican. 

“ Hut  Mr.  Withersby,  how  was  I to  know  that  my  goldfish  would 
forget  their  manners .” 
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IT  would  seem  to  us  that  the  height  of 
human  futility  would  he  to  attempt 
to  write  a biography  about  a “man  of 
mystery”  while  that  man  was  still 
alive  and  busily  keeping  himself  mys- 
terious. 

Such  a living  mystery  is  Sir  Basil 
Zaharoff.  Sir  Basil  is  so  mysterious 
that  he  is  authentically  established  to 
have  been  born  in  four  different  places. 
With  this  type  of  sketchy  data  to  begin 
with  Robert  Neumann  has  attempted 
to  write  a biography  which  he  plainly 
calls  Zaharoff , but  even  the  name  of  his 
subject  is  no  proved  thing.  It  may  be 
Zacharios,  Zohar,  Sahar,  or  maybe 
something  else. 

During  his  early  life  in  Constanti- 
nople the  subject  of  this  tale  began  his 
villanous  career,  as  the  author  sees  it, 
by  being  a fireman  and  guide  to 
strangers.  These  occupations  do  not 
seem  especially  disreputable  until  we 
are  informed  that  in  Constantinople 
the  “fireman”  is  often  a bandit  who 
takes  advantage  of  burning  houses  to 
commit  robberies.  The  “guide  for 
foreigners”  in  Constantinople  is  ap- 
parently a young  man  who  gets  his 
customers  drunk  and  then  cleans  them 
out.  Taken  all  together  we  cannot  say 
our  subject  has  begun  his  career  under 
the  best  auspices. 

Later  in  life,  it  seems  that  Mr. 
Zaharoff  wished  to  impress  people  with 
his  resourcefulness  by  telling  the  story 
of  how  he  escaped  from  jail,  sometimes 
he  said  in  England,  Constantinople,  or 


sometimes  in  Russia,  by  slicing  himself 
through  a lead  roof  with  a knife,  killing 
a policeman  and  eventually  escaping. 
This  story  went  the  rounds  until  some- 
one happened  to  find  the  story  detail 
for  detail  in  the  memoirs  of  Casanova. 
Of  such  unreliable  data  is  the  early 
story  of  Zaharoff. 

His  early  business  period  is  a little 
better  known.  He  was  apparently  very 
ingenious  in  his  salesmanship.  The 
famous  story  of  how  he  sold  the  sub- 
marines will  bear  retelling. 

When  Zaharoff  came  along  the  sub- 
marine was  a plaything.  No  navy  had 
a submarine  flotilla,  or  even  a sub- 
marine, and  none  seemed  interested  in 
the  idea.  By  offering  exceptionally 
favorable  terms  and  judiciously  enter- 
taining, Zaharoff  succeeded  in  inter- 
esting one  of  his  native  lands,  Greece, 
in  a single  submarine.  With  this 
beginning  he  immediately  told  another 
of  his  native  lands,  Turkey,  that  sub- 
marines were  the  coming  thing  and 
that  Greece  was  laying  them  in. 
Turkey  bought  two.  Later  visits  to 
Italy  and  Russia  had  the  submarine 
market  booming. 

Mr.  Zaharoff  had  a playful  side, 
however.  Once  in  St.  Petersburg  he 
went  into  a restaurant  with  a small 
party  which  included  a red-haired 
baroness.  In  the  middle  of  the  party 
he  suddenly  called  the  manager  of  the 
restaurant  to  his  table,  handed  him  a 
large  sum  of  money  and  told  him  to 
clear  out  of  the  restaurant  all  women 


who  were  not  read  haired.  The 
Baroness  who  tells  the  story  insists  that 
he  was  not  drunk. 

The  final  mystery  of  Zaharoff  is 
whether  he  is  dead  or  not.  Rumors  of 
his  death  appear  regularly  in  European 
newspapers,  but  an  American  news- 
paper correspondent  says  this  cannot 
be  because  he  has  established  that 
Zaharoff  has  been  dead  for  many  years 
and  that  another  is  taking  his  place. 

The  author  of  this  tale  is  an  ex- 
patriated German  living  in  London. 
His  previous  books  were  at  least  impor- 
tant enough  to  be  burned  in  the  Nazi 
bonfire.  He,  himself,  is  fairly  well 
known  as  a novelist  and  critic.  In 
preparing  this  book  he  worked  in 
England,  France,  Switzerland  and 
Turkey  and  through  a number  of 
agents. 

The  book  itself  is  being  published 
simultaneously  in  English,  French, 
Czech,  Dutch,  Italian,  Spanish,  Danish 
and  German. 

Publishers’  New  Year  resolutions 
are  rather  meager.  There  is  shortly  to 
be  published  another  Pearl  Buck  novel, 
but  this  time  it's  not  about  Chinese,  it 
is  “the  great  true  story  of  an  American 
Mother.” 

One  of  the  hold-overs  from  1935  is  a 
very  curious  book  called  We  Who  Are 
About  To  Die , by  David  Lamson.  It 
seems  that  Mr.  Lamson  was  sentenced 
to  death  in  California  but  later  re- 
prieved. He  wrote  this  book  of  his  and 
(Continued  on  page  31) 


STEP  UP,  PIPE  SMOKERS 
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and  try  20  pipefuls  at  our  risk! 


PRINCE  ALBERT  IS 
MILD  AND  MELLOW 


THE  BIG-  2-OUNCE 
TIN  APPEALS  TO  ME  ! 


IT  NEVER  BITES 
MY  TONGUE 


OUR  OFFER  TO 
PIPE  SMOKERS 

“You  must  be  pleased ” 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls 
of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t 
find  it  the  mellowest,  tasti- 
est pipe  tobacco  you  ever 
smoked,  return  the  pocket  tin 
with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in 
it  to  us  at  any  time  within  a 
month  from  this  date,  and 
we  will  refund  full  purchase 
price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co., 
Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


This  is  about  the  remarkable  "You  - Must-  Be  - 
Pleased"  offer... that  is  giving  smokers  a new 
idea  of  pipe -smoking  contentment 


We  ask  that  you  do  two  things... do 
them  in  your  own  interest. 

Read  the  reasons  we  give  why  we 
are  so  confident  that  you  will  find  a 
new  smoking  delight  when  you  try 
Prince  Albert.  Then  read  the  money- 
back  offer  carefully. 

For  Prince  Albert,  we  use  the 
choicest  of  naturally  mild  tobaccos  — 
then  they  are  manufactured  under 
the  P.  A.  bite -removing  process  that 
brings  out  the  flavor  of  choice 
tobaccos  in  all  their  full,  satisfying 
perfection ! 

Prince  Albert  is  scientifi- 
cally “crimp  cut”— packs 
nicely,  burns  slowly  and 
richly.  You’ll  find  mildness, 
combined  with  real  man- 
style  flavor— and  around  50 
pipefuls  in  the  big  2 -ounce 


Prince  Albert 

THE  NATIONAL  JOY  SMOKE 


economy  tin.  A more  f ragrant,  com  fort- 
ing,  soothing  smoke  you  never  tried  ! 

College  men  like  it! 

Prince  Albert  was  deliberately  created 
for  those  who  appreciate  the  ultimate 
in  pipe  smoking . We  want  more  college 
men  to  know  and  enjoy  Prince  Albert. 
And  we  are  so  sure  that  P.  A.  will 
speak  for  itself  that  we  make  a posi- 
tive offer  of  money  back  if  not  satisfied. 

Time  flies— try  P.  A.  without  delay. 
Get  it  at  your  dealer’s  now. 


pipefuls 
of  fragrant  tobacco 
in  every  2 -ounce 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 


bV3SNlta>,|.'Bu'R'N,j'Ni5Tpli 


C 1936 

R.  J ■ Reynolds  Tub.  Co. 


Twenty-two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


THE  CLASS 


OF  NINE 
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A N N O U N 


Mr.  Coleman  Headley 
Junior  Class  President 


Miss  Fredericka  Waldman 
Sponsor 


JUN 
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Featuring 

FRANK  DAILEY 

AND  HIS 

Nationally  Famous  Orchestra 

IN  THE 

GRAND  BALLROOM 

OF  THE 

WILLARD  HOTEL 

WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 
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Twenty-three 


rEEN-THIRTY-SEVEN 

2 E S ITS 

TO  ASSIST 


O R 


Miss  Flora  Waldman 
Sponsor 


Mr.  Robert  Hammerlund 
Prom  Chairman 


Committee 


KENNETH  BELT 
WARREN  BONNETT 
CLAIRE  BOEKHOFF 
THOMAS  BIRMINGHAM 
LUTHER  BROTEMARKLE 
HARVEY  COOKE 
ALFRED  IRELAND 
JOHN  JIMMEYER 
RUTH  KREITER 


RAYMOND  LEIGHTY 
WILLIAM  MITCHELL 
DALE  PATTERSON 
PETER  REMSEM 
GERALDINE  SCHUH 
HARRY  STEVENSON 
HARRY  SWANSON 
FLORA  WALDMAN 
AARON  WELCH 


MAX  ZANKEL 
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WILD-WEST 

(Continued  from  page  IS) 

Then  Pete  went  over  to  the  bar. 

“Fire-water — you  juggers,”  he  muttered. 

“Yes,  sir,”  said  the  bartender. 

“Repeat  what  you  just  said,”  commanded  Pete. 

“I  said  ‘yes  sir',”  said  the  bartender. 

“The  people  I'm  used  to,  they  kill  a guy  for  less'n  that,” 
he  growled,  putting  a lead  plug  into  the  bartender's  heart. 

Then  his  steel  eyes  searched  the  room,  and  fell  upon  a 
pretty  little  slip  of  a desert  flower,  dancing  with  a raw- 
boned  hand. 

“You  seem  a likely  lass,”  he  said,  going  up  to  her. 

She  drew  back,  chewing  her  fingers,  and  staring  wide- 
eyed  at  him. 

“Follow  me,  my  pretty,”  he  commanded  tersely.  She 
continued  to  draw  back  until  she  hit  the  wall.  Then 
Pistol  Pete's  eyes  burned. 

“I'm  a man  from  the  West,  and  in  the  raw.  I get  what 
I want !"  And  with  a mighty  hand,  he  grabbed  her  ankles 
and  swung  her  over  his  shoulder.  With  the  other  hand,  he 
pulled  his  pistol  and  fired  a volley  of  sure-aim  shots  into 
the  crowd,  and  strode  out  into  the  street.  He  leaped  upon 
his  boss,  and  threw  the  lass  over  the  saddle. 

“Giddap,  Agatha,”  he  commanded  to  his  horse,  and  the 
great,  white  steed  swung  around  and  galloped  down  the 
dusty  street,  and  out  into  the  desert  where  the  sun  was 
setting  red,  and  turning  the  hills  to  fire. 

“Re  ya  angry,  Kid?”  asked  Pete,  gruffly  tender  as  he 
jerked  the  girl  into  a sitting  position,  and  gazed  into  her 
teary  eyes. 

“ Let  me  go,”  she  cried,  pounding  his  mighty  chest  with 
her  tiny  fists.  “ I hate  you;  I hate  you!” 

“Every  gal  west  of  the  Mississippi  loves  Pistol  Pete,  you 
ingrate,”  he  shouted.  “And  if  I don’t  be  good  enough  for 
you,  there’s  plenty  more  for  me.” 

With  that,  he  stood  up  in  the  saddle  and  raised  her  high 
over  his  head. 

“Giddap,  Agatha,”  he  commanded  tersely.  The  horse 
reared  at  the  words,  and  then  tore  into  a furious  gallop, 
into  the  sunset.  Pete  swirled  the  girl  perilously  around 
over  his  head. 

“Do  you  love  me?”  he  cried. 

“Nevah!”  screamed  the  girl. 

“Then  goodbye!"  And  Pistol  Pete,  sighting  a nest  of 
tall  cactus  plants,  hurled  her  high  into  the  air.  She  did  a 
double  Hip,  and  headed  downward  towards  the  cactus. 
Pete  reached  down  to  the  saddle  horn;  picked  up  his  raw- 
hide;  circled  it  three  times  over  his  head,  and  sent  out  a 
great,  quivering  loop  in  the  girl's  direction.  Just  before  her 
lovely  body  was  hurtled  into  the  cruel  cactus,  the  noose 
caught  her  around  her  slender  waist,  and  Pete,  with  a 
mighty  jerk,  hauled  her  back  and  caught  her  in  his  arms. 


“Whoa,  Agatha,”  he  said  to  his  horse,  and  smiled  down 
at  the  girl,  who  lay  panting  in  his  arms.  “I  haint  got 
much  to  offer,  Baby,”  he  said  tenderly. 

“To  live  in  a mousetrap  would  be  heaven,  with  you, 
Pete,”  she  said  softly,  her  arms  stealing  around  his  hefty 
neck. 

“Giddap,  Agatha,”  commanded  Pistol  Pete  to  his  trusty 
steed,  “We’re  goin’  to  town!  And  Baby,”  he  added 
tenderly,  “I’ll  get  you  a sody!” 

— Christine  Kempion. 


Love  makes  the  world  go  round:  but  then,  so  does  a 
good  swallow  of  tobacco  juice. 


Here  lies  the  body  of  Susan  Lauder, 

Who  burst  from  drinking  Seidlitz  powder. 

Called  from  this  earth  to  her  heavenly  rest, 

She  should  have  waited  until  it  effervesced. 

— Widow. 


ANTICLIMAX 

The  way  people  misinterpret 
Christmas  presents  is,  to  me,  the  most 
astonishing  thing  in  the  world.  Im- 
agine my  surprise  when  I received  a 
note  about  a week  after  Christmas  from 
a dear  friend  in  Boston  to  whom  I had 
sent  a very  neat,  silk  evening  purse, 
thanking  me  eloquently  for  the  “ darling 
cigarette  case"  I had  sent  her!  Or  think 
of  how  I felt  when  I was  called  on  the 
telephone  one  day  and  forced  to  listen 
to  ecstatic  eulogies  of  the  precious 
back-scratcher  I had  sent  a young 
married  couple,  which  innocent  article 
had  been  sent  fully  prepared  to  be 
burned  at  the  stakes  in  the  fireplace, 
with  marshmallows  on  its  daintily 
curved  fingers!  Ah,  life  is  bitter.  The 
good  that  men  do etc. 

The  most  embarrasing  thing  of  all, 
though,  is  to  walk  into  someone's  house 
and  see  with  your  own  eyes  your  care- 
fully chosen  gifts  abused  as  only 
relatives  can  take  delight  in  abusing. 
It  is  rather  hard  to  explain  the  sudden 
widening  of  the  eyes,  and  the  clenching 
of  the  hands  when  one  sees  the  three- 
piece  linen  buffet  set  brazenly  exposed 
on  the  sofa  with  the  long  piece  across 
the  back,  and  the  two  smaller  pieces  on 
the  arms.  Or  when  one  picks  up  the 
beautiful  Venetian  leather  book  cover 
that  took  hours  to  find  to  see  what  bit 
of  enlightenment  it  surrounds,  and 
finds  the  thirteenth  volume  of  The 
Book  of  Knowledge  comfortably  settled 
for  a year  of  ornamental  leisure.  Oh, 
I know  not  where  the  fault  lies — 
whether  it  be  our  lack  of  choosing  gifts 
that  clearly  explain  themselves  to  the 
receiver;  whether  it  be  the  over- 
subtlety of  the  manufacturers  in  the 
production  of  such  articles;  or  whether 
it  be  just  the  plain  carelessness  of  our 
friends,  but  at  any  rate,  ’tis  sad,  sad, 
that  our  days  and  weeks  of  planning 
and  buying  should  be  so  unrecognized 
and  unappreciated.  Anyway,  I sure 
hope  I get  a nice,  large,  flat  flower  bowl 
next  year.  I just  dropped  my  favorite 
ash  tray  on  the  floor! 

The  difference  between  a quiz  and  a 
lecture  is  that  at  least  one  person  has 
to  stay  awake  to  hear  the  question. 


CAMPUS  leaders  have  adopted 
the  new  "boy”  in  the  Edge- 
worth  family— Edgeworth  Jr.  Al- 
though Edgeworth  Jr.  entered  the 
colleges  only  a few  months  ago, 
the  new,  light,  free-burning  to- 
bacco for  both  pipes  and  ciga- 
rettes is  already  "tops”  in  every 
class.  Made  by  Larus  & Bro.  Co., 
Richmond,  Va.  Tobacconists 
since  1877. 

CORN  COB  PIPE  CLUB  OF  VIRGINIA. 

Crossroads  fun,  old-time  music.  Every  Wednes- 
day night  at  9:00  (Eastern  Standard  Time) 
over  coast-to-coast  NBC  Blue  network,  direct 
from  Richmond,  Virginia. 


X5(fa  tin.  Wrapped  in  moisture-proof  "Cellophane.” 


T wenty-six 
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DATERS’  GUIDE  FOR  1036 


(Leap  Year) 


To  aid  those  fair  young  damsels  who  are  a bit  confused  by  the  multitude  of  promising  gentlemen  on  campus 
from  which  to  choose  their  dates  for  Leap  Year , the  Old  Line  with  its  customary  helpful  solution  of  Campus 
problems  presents  the  following  information , which  was  gathered  in  a bona  fide  poll  of  a group  of  women 
students  of  this  University. 


Name 

Stature 

Coloring 

Fraternity 

Remarks 

Phone 

Grade 

( ha  rlie  El  linger  . . 

. Tall 

. . Blonde 

. . Kappa  Alpha 

. . Likes  late  dates . . 

82 

c 

Lon  Ennis 

. Large 

. . Blonde 

. . Sigma  Nu 

. Big  shot  out  of  circulation 

. . 82 

F 

Sid  McFerrin 

Tall 

. Blonde 

. . Phi  Delta  Theta . . . 

. . A natural,  off  campus  steadv . . 

. . 280 

. A 

Elmer  Oliver 

Tall 

. . Brunette  . . . 

. . Alpha  Tan  Omega . 

. In  the  mood  for  love 

. . Emer.  7258 

I) 

Bill  Johnson 

.Tall 

. . Dark 

. .Sigma  Phi  Sigma . . 

. . Woos  with  crooning 

.82 

. D 

Bill  Guckeyson  . 

. Large 

. Dark 

. . Kappa  Alpha 

. . ( iirl  shy 

. . 82 

A 

John  Hebb 

. Small 

. . Blonde 

. .Needs  watching 

. . 82 

B 

Herb  Brill 

. Medium  . . 

. . Medium . . . . 

. . Phi  Delta  Theta . . . 

. . Very,  very  girl  shy 

. . 280 

B 

Bud  Hammerlund 

Tall 

. . Blonde 

. Theta  Chi 

. . A way  with  the  women 

. .214 

. .C 

Turk  Birkland  . . . 

. Massive . . . 

. Blonde 

. . Strong  silent  man 

. .35 

1) 

Bob  Beall 

Tall 

. Irish 

. . Phi  Delta  Theta  . . . 

. . You'll  like  him 

.82 

B 

Smudge  Wood 

Tall 

. Dark 

. . Sigma  N u pledge . . 

. . Improves  with  age 

. . Lin.  8683 . . 

. .C 

Dick  Babcock  ... 

.Tall 

. Red  head  . . 

. . Delta  Sigma  Phi . . . 

. .Once  was  a boxer 

.151 

. C 

Dale  Patterson  . . . 

• Large 

. . Very  dark  . . 

. . Phi  Sigma  Kappa . . 

. . Hold  that  “line” 

. . 339 

. .c 

Sam  Leishear . . . . 

Hefty 

. . Medium . . . . 

. .One  of  the  Rover  Boys 

. . Met.  4772  . 

B 

Paul  Mob  us 

Heavy  set . 

Dark 

. . Sigma  Nu 

. . Lost  in  a fog 

.161 

F 

Coleman  Heady.  . 

. Medium  . 

. .Sandy 

. . Alpha  Lamba  Tau  . 

. . Local  bov  makes  good 

B 

Spike  Webb 

.Small 

. Blonde 

. . Sigma  Nu 

. . He  was  just  a country  lad 

.161 

. C 

Warren  Evans 

Tall 

. . Medium . . . . 

. Phi  Sigma  Kappa . . 

. .At  his  best  on  Sunday  nights. . 

. Hy.  394-M 

. .c 

Pete  King 

. Medium.  . . 

. . Dark 

. . Kappa  Alpha 

. .Joe  College 

. . 82 

B 

Duvall  Ambrose.  . . 

Hefty 

. . Medium . . . . 

. .Theta  Chi 

. . “ Bottoms  up  ” 

.214 

E 

A1  Waters 

Tall 

Blonde 

. . Sigma  Nu 

. .Typical  high  school  hero 

Ge.  4027. . . 

F 

Pat  Duggan 

. Medium . . . 

. . Medium . . . . 

. . Phi  Delta  Theta  . . . 

. Tip-top 

. . 280 

. A 

Lou  Gibbs 

Tall 

Blonde 

. . Sigma  Nu 

. . A swell  guy 

. . 82 

A 

H.  P.  MacCubbin. 

Medium . . . 

. . Medium . . . . 

. . Kappa  Alpha 

. . A contagious  grin 

104 

B 

Tommy  Robertson 

Small 

. . Dark 

. . Sigma  Phi  Sigma . . 

. Big  butter  and  egg  man 

. . 90 

.1) 

Ivan  Nedomatsky 

. Small 

. . Dark 

. .Frankenstein  Junior 

. . 82 

F 

Note: — Grades  indicate  chances  of  being  free. 
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Twenty-seven 


THE  NEW  LINE 
(Continued  from  page  4) 
over  countless  reference  books  and 
make  trips  without  number  to  the 
dictionary  in  desperate  attemps  to 
solve  cross-word  puzzles.  It  has 
strained  its  ears  to  hear  the  whispered 
words  of  Sophomore  boys  as  they  put 
their  heads  together  to  exchange  the 
latest  stories.  It  has  turned  its  head 
tolerantly  the  other  way  while  weary 
students,  back  to  a week  of  rest 
following  a particularly  strenuous  week 
end,  have  found  that  library  tables 
make  not  too  uncomfortable  pillows. 
It  has  seen  students  actually  using  its 
book  for  research  work.  It  even  has 
been  visited  by  an  Engineer — a Fresh- 
man who  was  showing  his  parents 
around  the  campus,  and  who  was 
unaware  of  the  strict  Engineering 
College  rules  prohibiting  the  use  of  the 
Library  by  any  member  of  that  college. 


Hut  it  doubtless  never  has  been  more 
surprised  than  just  the  other  day  when 
it  watched  two  males  and  one  female, 
representing  among  them  each  of  the 
lower  classes,  at  the  intricate  pastime 
of  cutting  out  paper  dolls.  Their 
activity,  small  at  first  in  its  scope, 
increased  in  size  until  finally  their 
whole  table  was  covered  with  dolls  of 
every  size  and  description.  By  the 
lime  their  task  was  finished  they  had 
the  whole  library  absorbed  in  watching 
them.  Even  the  Reference  Librarian 
hovered  interestedly  by,  trying  to 
decide  whether  to  request  them  to  stop 
or  to  send  for  Dr.  Sprowls,  and  deciding 
eventually  that  they  probably  were 
harmless. 

All  work  and  no  play  makes  jack. 

— College  II umor. 


DOUBTFUL 

X:  “Where  is  your  roommate?” 

Y:  “Well,  if  the  ice  is  as  thick  as  he 
thinks  it  is,  he’s  skating.  But,  if  the 
ice  is  as  thin  as  I think  it  is,  he’s 
swimming.” 


“Now,  boys,”  said  the  teacher,  “tell 
me  the  signs  of  the  zodiac.  You  first, 
Thomas.” 

“Taurus,  the  Bull.” 

“Right.  Now  you,  Harold,  another 
one.” 

“Cancer,  the  Crab.” 

“Right  again.  And  now  it’s  your 
turn,  Albert.” 

The  boy  looked  puzzled,  hesitated  a 
moment  and  then  blurted  out : “Mickey, 
the  Mouse.” 


“ That's  fine  Mamie,  but  I think  Mr.  O' Donohue  wants  his  machine  back  now." 


Twenty-eight 
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DRAMA  CHATTER 

{Continued  from  page  13) 

Almost  a 11  this  goes  to  show  that  Hollywoodian  emphasis 
is  on  numbers,  money  and  figures.  Of  course,  we  all  know 
the  drama  is  supposed  primarily  to  be  concerned  with 
numbers,  money  and  figures.  The  year  wasn’t  so  bad,  for 
all  that. 


STAGE 

| | IBSEN  . . . Something  must  be  said  about  the  fine 
performance  of  Nazimova  and  her  company  in  Henrik 
Ibsen’s  tragedy,  Ghosts,  which,  by  now,  has  unfortunately 
closed.  Ibsen,  originator  of  the  thought-play  and  main 
reviver  of  the  theatre  about  1900,  is  a playwright  who  can 
excite  a robot,  and  any  performance  of  his  better  plays 
should  be  studied.  For  this  reason  and  the  fact  that  critics 
rated  Nazimova’s  acting  with  Duse’s,  this  Ghosts  was  one 
of  the  greater  dramatic  events  of  the  year. 

| | NOTES  . . . The  Dramatists  Guild  has  launched  a 
fight  to  end  Hollywood’s  financing  of  Broadway  plays, 
but  it’s  a fight  over  rights  and  not  principle  . . . We  have 
something  to  confess:  while  unwatched  the  other  evening 
we  sent  away  for  a Communist  theatre  magazine,  but, 
when  we  got  it  we  decided  it  wasn’t  even  worth  keeping  a 
secret  . . . W e're  having  better  shows  at  local  outlets 
because  the  “road,"  always  “destined  to  come  back," 
has  . . . Recent  Rig  City  improvements  in  the  acting  pro- 
fession have  been  lighted  Sundays  and  pay  for  actors  if  a 
play  is  in  rehearsal  longer  than  a certain  period. 

■ ■ TWO-SECOND  REVIEWS: 

(We  invade  the  professorial  sanctum  sanctorum.  The 
little  letters  seem  self-explanatory  enough). 

MOVIES 

A Children  of  Montmartre — Best  film  of  the  decade  with 
a better  actress  named  Madeline  Renaud. 

A Ah,  Wilderness! — Ah! 

B Capt.  Blood — Sure-fire  Sabatini. 

B Tales  of  Two  Cities — Double  plotted  and  rehashed; 
Dickens  at  his  slowest. 

C Collegiate,  with  Joe  Fenner — Quack,  cpiack! 

C Show  Them  No  Mercy — We  can’t  even  hate  villains 
any  more. 

D Three  Men  on  a Horse- — Baudelaire  at  the  racetrack. 

D King  of  Burlesque — Miss  Faye  is  more  dismal  than  the 
“play.” 


E Littlest  Rebel — Aside  from  bad  grammar,  Sweet 
Shirley  is  ’nuff  said. 

F Thanks  a Million — A song  and  some  rubbish. 

PLAYS 

A Boy  Meets  Girl — Just  for  spite,  I won’t  like  it  because 
it  lampoons  movies. 

B Victoria  Regina — Miss  Hays  in  a “holey”  vehicle. 

C First  Lady — Another  Washington-Merry-Go-Round — 
toot,  toot! 

C 12th  Annual  White  Scandals — Again?  Ho,  hum. 

D Continental  Varieties — Forgotten  now,  anyway. 

E Tapestry  in  Gray — Blether. 

F The  Season  Changes — An  excuse  for  an  F:  it  closed  a 
month  ago. 


Nolle:  “How  did  you  get  out  of  admitting  that  your 

father  was  electrocuted?” 

Prose:  “I  said  he  occupied  the  chair  of  applied  electri- 
city at  one  of  our  public  institutions.” 


“ They  say  it  contains  vitamin  E.” 


They’re  our  chaperones 


With  sadness  in  our  hearts 
We  burry  Sammy  O’Day. 

He  tried  to  live  the  life  of  Reilly 
While  Reilly  was  away. 

— Log. 


A sailor,  after  placing  some  flowers 
on  a grave  in  a cemetery,  noticed  a 
Chinaman  placing  a bowl  of  rice  on  a 
neighboring  grave,  and  asked : “ What 
time  do  you  expect  your  friend  to  come 
up  and  eat  the  rice?” 

The  old  Chinaman  replied  with  a 
smile:  “The  same  time  your  friend 

come  up  to  smell  flowers.” 

— Log. 

A good  example  of  wasted  energy  is 
to  tell  a hair-raising  story  to  a bald- 
headed  man. 


Pleasant  to  know. 
Gorgeous  to  see. 
Heaven  to  kiss. 
But  not  for  me. 
Her  lips  are  red, 
Her  eyes  are  blue, 
Her  dress  is  black, 
And  she  is  too. 
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PROM  ON  A FERRIS  WHEEL 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

down  about  fifteen  feet.  Men  with 
ropes  cursed  and  worked  frantically  to 
prevent  the  wheel’s  getting  out  of 
control,  as  it  came  down  and  finally  I 
collapsed  on  terra  firma. 

It  was  a little  later  that  I got  the 
Chevrolet  running,  had  the  main  gate 
opened  by  a sleepy  watchman,  and 
steered  down  the  main  highway  to 
Maude’s  house. 

When  I arrived  at  the  house,  it 
looked  suspiciously  quiet,  and  I im- 
agined, inasmuch  as  it  was  5.45  that 
they  were  still  at  dinner  and  that 
Maude  was  dressing  early — the  light 
in  her  room  was  on.  I slipped  on  the 
ice  as  I rang  the  doorbell. 

After  some  delay,  Maude,  brushing 
stray  hair  into  place,  materialized  from 
the  dark  stairs  wearing  a pretty  pink 
dressing-gown. 

“Gee,  I guess  I’m  early,”  I said  as 
she  opened  the  door,  and  the  evening 
wind  whistled  into  the  house. 

“Yes,”  she  said,  “Early!” 

“You're  dressin'  early,  aren’t  you?” 
said  I,  embarrassed  at  having  to  stand 
there  in  front  of  her  in  the  doorway. 

“Just  what  are  you  talking  about?” 
she  said. 

“Well,  I was  caught  on  top  of  a 
ferris  wheel.”  I said,  “Honest,  Maude 
you  have  no  idea!” 

“No,”  said  Maude,  tapping  a slip- 
pered foot,  “none  at  all.” 

“Well,  it — it  stopped  and  there  I was 
on  top.  1 couldn’t  get  out.  Then, 
about  an  hour  later  some  men  got  it 
down,  and — here  I am.” 

“I  suppose,”  put  in  Maude,  “that 
the  men  who  ran  it  were  put  in  jail, 
or  something!” 

“Why — why,  yes.  They  put  them 
in  jail.  How  did  you  know?” 

“It  was  in  the  funnies,”  she  said. 

“Well,  I'll  come  in,  if  it’s  all  right. 
You  going  to  dress  for  the  Prom  before 
dinner  or  after?” 

“The  Prom?”  she  shouted. 

“ Yes,”  said  I. 

“Last  night,  wasn’t  it?”  she  asked. 

(Continued  on  page  31) 


IT  WASN’T  ETHER 
NEITHER/ 


needed  a major  cleaning  operation. 
For  wide-awake  smoking  happiness  we 
prescribe  regular  pipe  cleaning  and  a 
diet  of  mild  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
Tobacco.  Sir  Walter  is  a most  re- 
markable combination  of  sunshiny 
Kentucky  Burleys.  So  cool  and  slow- 
burning  it  heals  scorched  tongues  and 
nurses  grouches  into  grins;  so  delight- 
fully fragrant  it  will  make  you  and 
your  pipe  welcome  in  any  ward  or 
living-room.  Try  a l 5^  tin — see  why 
it’s  become  a national  favorite. 


cWthTbRANo' 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 


SmokingTobacco 

PIPEawoCIGARETTES 


FREE  booklet  tells  bow  to  make 
your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet- 
er; how  to  break  in  a new  pipe. 
Write  for  copy  today.  Brown  & 
Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation, 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-62 


— Aggievator. 


Thirty 
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COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 

s 

The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


FINE  CLOTHING,  HABERDASHERY, 
HATS  AND  SHOES  FOR  COLLEGE 
MEN  AND  YOUNG  EXECUTIVES 

SALTZ  BROTHERS 

I 341  F Street,  N.W. 


“Get  a New  Car?” 

“Yes.  Where  Do  You  Deal?" 

POWER  SERVICE  STATION 

The  Best  Garage  Around  Here! 

(OPPOSITE  LORD  CALVERT  INN) 

24-Hour  Service 
Battery,  Tire  Departments 
Monroe  Power 


MAKERS  OF  THE  ADVANCED  COURSE 
R.  O.  T.  C.  UNIFORMS 

A.  JACOBS  & SONS 

TAILORS 

Uniforms  and  Equipment 
209  W.  Fayette  St.  Baltimore,  Md. 


AROUND  THE  HILL 

{Continued  from  page  11) 

the  blaze  that  wiped  out  the  old  Barracks  in  1912.  Among 
her  best  stories  is  the  one  about  the  time  a group  of  lads 
— all  of  whom  occupy  distinguished  positions  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  today — commandeered  a Beltsville  trolley,  held 
the  motorman  captive,  and  toured  the  car  back  and  forth 
between  depots  until  they  grew  weary  of  the  tameness  of 
it  all.  Her  name  is  Mrs.  Carroll  . . . for  little-known, 
buried  information  about  your  department  head  . . . drop 
down  and  sip  tea  with  her  . . . it’s  much  better  than  writing 
term  papers. 

Just  time  . . . and  space  enough  for  a few  more  personal 
nominations  ...  a bad  habit  of  ours  . . . that  embra- 
rasses  people  no  end  . . . personality  plus  ultra-Betty 
Benton  . . . freshman  best -Johnny  Page  . . . best-dressed- 
Jeanne  Solliday  . . . male  ditto — Ted  Erbe  . . . Damon 
looking  for  suitable  Pythias-Pete  King  . . . lad  living  in 
glass  house  who  should  never  bathe  in  the  daytime — 
Bob  Litschert  . . . 

She:  “He’s  so  romantic!  Every  time  he  speaks  to  me 
he  starts  ‘Fair  Lady’,” 

He:  “Romantic,  nothing.  He  used  to  be  a conductor 
for  the  street  car  company.” 

— Widow. 


BALFOUR  MARYLAND  RINGS! 

— Now  on  display  at  Student  Bookstore 

I Fraternity  Pins 
Crested  Jewelry 
Medals  and  Trophies 
College  Seal  Jewelry 

L.  G.  BALFOUR  CO. 

204  International  Bldg.  (2nd  Floor 
1319  F Street  NATIONAL  1045 

Colonel  Willis,  31 , Jeff  Small,  33 — Campus  Representatives 


IF  YOU’RE  GOING  TO  THE  PROM, 
YOU’D  BETTER  STOP  IN 


OLD  LINE  BARBER  SHOP 

Irvin  R.  Zeltman,  Prop. 

ON  THE  BOULEVARD 
“Our  shear  artistry  is  sheer  artistry” 


THE  OLI)  LINE 


Thirty-one 


BOOKS 

{Continued  from  page  20) 

others’  feelings  during  the  waiting 
period.  Alexander  Woollcott  was  all 
excited  about  it. 

More  political  troubles  are  forecast 
in  The  Coming  American  Fascism  by 
Lawrence  Dennis  (Harpers).  He  is 
rather  of  the  opinion  that  fascism 
might  not  be  so  bad. 

Mothers  get  another  piece  of  recog- 
nition in  Faster!  Faster!  by  E.  M. 
Delafield,  the  story  of  a woman  who 
really  dominated  her  whole  family. 

But  the  one  we  wanted  for  Christmas 
and  didn’t  get  was  the  Woollcott 
Reader. 


?E3> 


Why  does  the  girl  with  little  principle 
draw  the  most  interest? 
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I saw  it  in  the  OLD  LI NE 


PROM  ON  A FERRIS  WHEEL 

{Continued  from  page  29) 

“They  had  it  last  night.  What’s  more, 
isn’t  a quarter  of  six  in  the  morning  a 
fine  time  to  come  and  see  me.  I 
thought  I saw  you  there  last  night  with 
that  Gillins  girl!” 

With  that  she  handed  me  my 
fraternity  pin  and  slammed  the  door 
on  me.  It  was  inconsiderate  of  me, 
considering  my  harrowing  experiences 
on  top  the  ferris  wheel,  but  I guess 
women  are  sorta  funny  that  way, 
always  thinking  about  themselves. 

By  Ted  Erbe 


NO  MORE,  NO  LESS 

A Scotchman  who  wished  to  send  a 
telegram  without  paying  more  than 
the  minimum  charge,  finally  sent  the 
following  message  in  ten  words: 

“Bruises  hurt  erased  afford  erected 
analysis  hurt  too  infections  dead.” 
The  recipent  decoded  the  message  as 
meaning:  “Bruce  is  hurt.  He  raced 

a Ford.  He  wrecked  it.  And  Alice  is 
hurt,  too.  In  fact,  she’s  dead.” 


Old  Lady  to  Old  Tar:  “Excuse  me 
— do  those  tattoo  marks  wash  off?” 
Old  Tar:  “I  can’t  say,  lady.” 

— Annapolis  Log. 


Listen,  can't  you  sing  anything  but 
“Red  Sails  In  The  Sunset .” 


i§>tantiarb 

Cngrabtng 

Company 

0 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 

0 

Printcraft  Building 
930  H Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


Thirty-two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


IT  WOULD  BE 

ALL  RIGHT . . . 

If  everyone  wore  them  to  the 
Prom;  but  the  object  in  dressing 
is  to  be  distinguished.  You’ll  find 
our  many  services  valuable. 

TOPPER 

Tailor ::  Clean  ::  Laundry 

On  the  Boulevard 


^iiiiiiiiiiiliiiiiiiiiiiiiiliiiiiiiliiiiiiiiiiiliiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiliiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii^ 

M costumes  to  order  costumes  shipped  everywhere  M 

TELEPHONE  VERNON  3473 

| A.  T.  JONES  & SONS  ( 

1 Since  1868  1 

I COSTUMES  I 

Mask  Balls  ....  Dress  Suits 

| Theatricals Operas 

| 823  N.  Howard  Street  Baltimore,  Md.  | 

mi mini min 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


MURDER  WHOLESALE 

( Continued  from  page  7) 

“You  what?”  rifted  Rita  Radcliffe.  “But  how — ?” 

”1  happen  to  be  the  foremost  ventroquilist  in  the 
country,”  went  on  Pants,  “So  the  procedure  was  really 
quite  easy.  First  I threw  my  voice  into  a scream,  then 
rushed  ahead  of  you  in  the  museum,  grabbed  a weapon, 
and  committed  the  murder  before  you  arrived.” 

“B-B-But  why?”  stammered  Classic. 

“Well  you  see,  old  thing,”  drawled  Pants.  “I  never 
solve  a murder  mystery  until  there  has  been  a lot  of  weird, 
horrible,  bizarre  developments,  including  several  good 
bloody  murders — Oh,  I say,  it’s  past  seven  and  I’m 
blighty  hungry.  Suppose  we  go  in  and  have  a bite  to  eat, 
eh  what,”  and  I'll  tell  you  of  some  of  my  experiences  when 
I was  a young  interne  working  on  an  ambulance.” 

Drunk,  Phoning  to  Wife;  “Thash  you  dear?  Tell  the 
maid  I won’t  be  home  tonight.” 


“Oh,  Mrs.  Flatbottom,  I have  never  seen  a child  as 
badly  spoiled  as  that  son  of  yours.” 

“Why,  Mrs.  Murphy,  I don’t  believe  you.” 

“Oh,  yes  he  is,  too.  Just  come  out  and  look  what  the 
fire  engine  did  to  him.” 

— Medley. 


In  bud  or  blossom — Gude’s  flowers  are 
always  fresh,  fragrant  and  expressive. 
Prompt  delivery  across  the  street  or  across 
the  miles.  y6  Years'  of  Satisfactory  Service. 

Main  Store,  1212  F Street,  N.W. 


WESTINGHOIJSE 

Ranges,  Refrigerators,  Vacuum  Cleaners, 
Washing  Machines,  Water  Heaters 

Can  be  purchased  with  no  down 
payment  and  a small  monthly 
payment  on  light  bills. 

Hyattsville  Hardware  Co. 


Your  lte|iresentativ» 
in  WiiMliin^ton... 

Maryland  students  look  upon  The  Willard  in  Washington  as  "collegiate 
headquarters".  They  know  The  Willard  represents  Varsity  ideals  good 
fellowship,  hospitality,  a warm  serviceable  spirit.  When  you're  in  town 
drop  in  at  these  convenient  Willard  rooms. 

(OFFEE  SHOP 

Popular  Priced  Food  Specialties 

WILLARD  LORALIK  ROOM  KOI TAD  RODLX 

Exclusive  conversation  room  for  ladies  Aleil’s  Or  ill 

and  gentlemen  Cozy  Men's  Rally  Room 

Wl  LLARD  HOTEL 

14th  & Pennsylvania  Avenue  Washington,  D.  C. 

H.  P.  SOMERVILLE,  Managing  Director 


Mingle  with  the 
celebrities  at 
The  Willard 


My  writin’s  got  me  in  a jam 
My  profs  don't  know  how  smart  l am 
I'll  remedy  this  condition  deplorable 
I'll  buy  an  Underwood  Champion  Portable. 

Smart  student — will  get  more  work 
done  neater,  faster  and  have  more 
time  for  fun. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 
Company 

Room  228  Homer  Bldg.,  13th  and  F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Sales  and  Service  Everywhere 


Get  Pressed  Up  For  The  f 

JUNIOR  PRO m/ 

• ONE-DAY  SERVICE"# 

University  Dry  Cleaning  Co. 

( College  Park’s  Oldest  Established  Cleaners ) 


Finest  in  Quality  « « « Lowest  in  Price 

RINGS  ♦ BELTS  ♦ JEWELRY 
By 

JENKINS 

“Supplying  the  school  with  it's  finest  jewelry' 

See  Bill  Johnson  303  A Section 


O/  he  aromatic  Turkish  tobaccos 
used  in  Chesterfield  cigarettes  give 
them  a more  pleasing  taste  and  aroma, 


sjun- curing 
Turkish  leaf  tobacco. 
The  tobacco  is  strung 
leaf  by  leaf  and  hung 
On  long  racks  like  you 
see  here. 


Chesterfield— a blend  of  mild  ripe  home-grown  and  Turkish  tobaccos 


© 1936,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


the: 


PIPE  K.O.’S 
KUCKOO/ 


W'HY — oh  why  1 — will  otherwise 
estimable  gentlemen  stroll  about 
polluting  the  air  with  chokey  tobacco 
in  a damme  J-up  pipe?  The  only  plaus- 
ible reason  is  that  they  haven’t  yet 
discovered  the  innocent  pleasure  ot  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh  Smoking  Tobacco  in 
a well-kept  pipe!  Sir  Walter  is  a well- 
bred  mixture  of  fragrant  Kentucky 
Burleys  selected  to  smoke  milder  and 
smell  sweeter.  Try  your  first  tin. 
Birds  will  chirp,  men  and  women  wel- 
come you  with  open  arms.  It’s  15  <* 
— wrapped  in  heavy  gold  foil  tor 
extra  freshness. 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 


SmokingTobacco 

PIPEahoCIGARETTES 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 
your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet- 
er; how  to  break  in  a new  pipe. 
Write  for  copy  today.  Brown  & 
\\  illiamson  Tobaeeo  Corporation, 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.NV  -03 


“D’jever  hear  the  proposal  song?” 
“No,  what  is  it?” 

“It’s  the  ‘Old  Winning  Spiel  in  the 
Parlor’.” 


WAR  AGAIN 

Here’s  to  Selassie, 

A fine,  splendid  fellow. 

When  his  armies  are  beaten 
He'll  soon  start  to  bellow. 
Bereft  of  all  reason, 

Deprived  of  all  sense; 

For  dear  old  II  I)  nee 
Will  paddle  his  pents. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


History  Prof:  “Who  was  Tal- 

leyrand?” 

Student:  “A  fan  dancer.” 


Thirty  days  hath  September 
April,  June,  and  November, 

All  the  rest  have  thirty-one, 

Save  the  University  of  Maryland 
Mess  Hall,  which  has 
Christmas. 
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/ saw  it  in  the  OLD  LINE 


In  The  Gay  Nineties 

. . The  gentleman  enjoyed  “motor- 
ing” until  trouble  developed.  Then 
he  began  to  work! 

Today 

. . The  gentleman  never  develops 
same  “working”  trouble  if  he  deals 
with  a reputable  garage;  Maryland- 
ers play  safe  always  by  going  to 

CHANEYS  GARAGE 

Opposite  the  Main  Gate 


On  Our  Fourth 
Anniversary 

. . . The  fact  that  Mary- 
landers say 

"HI  meet  you  at 

the  Grill!" 

convinces  us  that  our 
efforts  to  please  have 
been  successful. 

Varsity  Grill 

E.  F.  ZALESAK,  '25,  Prop. 

« « Deliveries  after  8 p.  m.  » » 
Berwyn  300 


THE  OLD  LINE 


One 


W e Nominate... 

The  Old  Line’s  Hall  of  Fame 

By  Jerome  G.  Sacks,  Bart. 


• PRESTON  SMITH  DEVILBISS,  III . . . Waltz  King 

. . . has  done  to  waltzing  what  Astaire  has  done  to  tapping 
. . . lifted  it  to  a fine  art  . . . newest  dancing  find  ...  at 
(5  was  sent  to  dancing  school  so  “he  could  get  rid  of  his 
shyness”  . . . was  a good  little  hoy  who  practiced  his 
dance  steps  faithfully  . . . typical  day  consists  of  rising  at 
eleven  . . . bath  . . . breakfast  in  bed  ...  a round  of  Battle- 
dore or  Shuttlecock  ...  or  Croquet  . . . luncheon  . . . tea 
. . . dinner  . . . dancing  . . . bed  at  3 a.m.  . . . and  the  same 
thing  over  ...  a recent  letter  from  a friend  of  his  was 
written  in  Chinese,  Arabic,  Gujarati,  Armenian,  and 
Kanarese  . . . and  challenged  him  to  answer  in  any  language 
he  wished  ...  he  replied  in  19  obscure  tongues  . . . trans- 
lates from  Koran  and  tells  a joke  in  Chinese  at  same 
time  . . . Brickbats  for  drawing  line  at  Pig  Latin  . . . 
Bouquets  for  making  hooked  rugs  in  spare  time. 

• MR.  LOUIS  W.  CROMWELL  . . . Electrician  (par 

excellence)  . . . known  to  his  most  intimates  as  “Short 
Circuit”  . . . E.  E.  from  Purdue  . . . changes  University 
bulbs  when  they  blow  out  . . . and  other  important  jobs 
. . . often  hard  to  distinguish  him  from  campus  snow  bank 
because  ...  he  insists  on  wearing  linen  suits  and  caps  . . . 
even  while  at  work  . . . hobby  tearing  pictures  from  library 
books  and  . . . saving  old  race  horses  . . . teaches  students 
to  “Truck"  in  off  hours  . . . when  asked  about  light  at 
school  entrance  he  unhesitatingly  replied  “Crescite  et 
Multiplicamini  ” . . . for  which  he  deserves  a Bouquet. 

• RUTH  WELLINGTON  . . . Student  . . . known  to 

her  bosom  friends  as  “Book  Worm”  . . . and  “School 
Marin”  . . . four  point  average  last  semester  . . . spends 
fifteen  hours  per  day  between  school  and  studying  . . . 
and  reserves  all  the  rest  of  the  time  for  . . . “loads  and 
loads  of  fun  and  sleep”  . . . thinks  that  the  “peculiar 
characteristic  of  the  gastrohepatoduodenal  ligament  in 
the  Elasmobranchii  distinguishes  it  positively  from  the 
same  thing  in  the  Rana  catesbiana”  . . . would  have 
joined  Buffalo  Bill’s  Wild  West  Show  . . . but  parents 
sent  her  to  Maryland  . . . likes  all  sorts  of  “gooey  sundaes 
and  raspberry  pop"  . . . Bouquet  for  having  secret  ambi- 
tion to  pan  gold  as  a prospector  in  Alaska  . . . when  asked 
her  opinion  of  opposite  sex  she  said  ...  “I  like  young 
gentlemen  for  their  mental  and  spiritual  compatibility.” 

• HAYDEN  JASPER  RICKETTS,  DR.  HAYES- 
BAKER  CROTHERS  . . . Gentlemen  . . . nominated 

together  because  both  hate  to  be  hit  in  face  with  baked 
apple  . . . especially  on  Wednesdays  . . . scholars  . . . 


except  the  former  . . . both  possessed  with  vivacity  . . . 
eremitism  . . . tergiversation  . . . can’t  put  up  with  omelets 
. . . green  onions  . . . being  hurried  . . . work  in  Grill  as  a 
means  of  “keeping  in  touch  with  the  crowd”  . . . except 
the  latter  . . . former  has  lately  been  flooded  with  offers  to 
demonstrate  corn  cures  in  drug  store  windows  . . . but 
will  not  go  unless  he  can  demonstrate  hair  tonic  ...  the 
gentlemen  when  asked  if  they  have  any  sympathy  for  a 
man  who  beats  his  wife  declared  in  unison  . . . that  “a 
man  who  beats  his  wife  doesn't  need  any  sympathy”  . . . 
hate  ambulances  . . . like  to  drive  car  through  double 
plank  fences  . . . except  the  former  and  latter  . . . Bouquet 
for  preferring  their  present  position  to  dishwashing  or 
shopping. 

• J.  GARDNER  BROOKS  . . . Humorist  . . . editor 

of  the  University’s  only  fun  magazine  . . . his  own  delight- 
ful sense  of  the  comic  injected  here  and  there  throughout 
periodical  . . . believes  marriage  an  Utopian  state  . . . 
thinks  that  people  should  unite  in  matrimony  at  an  early 
age  . . . watched  a blind  woman  walk  in  front  of  a truck 
. . . without  warning  her  . . . because  he  “thought  it  was 
such  good  fun”  . . . death  of  prominent  persons  always 
amuse  him  . . . thinks  that  the  funniest  line  of  all  time  is 
. . . “That  was  no  lady;  that  was  my  wife”  . . . has  never 
quite  got  over  the  physical  ailments  caused  by  his  laughing 
at  this  line  . . . sees  nothing  at  all  in  the  humor  of  Cobb  . . . 
Cantor  . . . Benny  . . . Wynn  . . . Bouquet  for  being  the 
“Funniest  man  on  the  Campus”  . . . Brickbats  for  not 
claiming  this  title. 

• LOUIS  AUGUSTUS  ENNIS,  JOSEPH  TOWN- 
SEND ELVOVE  . . . Powers  Behind  Thrones  . . . dig- 
nified members  of  the  student  body  . . . and  faculty  . . . 
respectively  . . . former  is  perfect  specimen  of  American 
youth  . . . intends  to  go  to  West  Point  ...  to  become  an 
usher  in  Roxy  theatre  . . . latter  is  very  shrewd  . . . has  an 
uncle  with  one  eye  by  the  name  of  Jones  . . . never  found 
name  of  other  eye  . . . former  in  fourth  grade  so  long  . . . 
married  school  teacher  . . . then  went  to  Pharmacy  School 
but  didn’t  graduate  because  ...  he  couldn't  make  sand- 
wiches . . . latter  an  economist  and  is  advancing  startling 
theory  on  “How  To  Keep  The  Wolf  From  the  Door"  . . . 
has  confided  to  student  body  that  this  is  best  done  by 
building  houses  without  doors  . . . former  drinks  so  much 
milk  is  ashamed  to  look  cow  in  face  . . . Bouquet  for  re- 
maining always  aloof  . . . Brickbats  to  both  for  attitude 
to  charity  . . . when  asked  to  take  a chance  for  a poor  . . . 

{Continued  on  page  22) 


YOU  KNOW,  SHERIFF^  I'VE  GOT  THE  FIRST  PIPE  I 
EVER  OWNED  RIGHT  HERE  IN  MY  COLLECTION  ! 

I BOUGHT  IT  UP  IN  THE  NORTH  WOODS  IN  A 

loggin'  camp  and  promptly  burned 

MY  INITIALS  ON  IT 


I'll  NEVER  FORGET  THE 
SPRING  DRIVE  ! T WAS  JUST: 
A klD  THEN  ONE  DAY  I 


HOW  THE  JUDGE 
LOST  HIS  FIRST 
PIPE... AND  FOUND 
IT  AGAIN 


HEARD  YOU? 
SAY,  NOBODY 
HEARD  NOTHIN 


THE  BOSS  LOGGER 
HAD  SEEN  MY  PIPE 
COME  FLOATING  DOWN 
THE  RIVER  THAT'S 


WHEN  HE  FIRST 
FIGGEREO  I WAS 
IN  TROUBLE. 


A CORNCOB  - EH? 
THAT'S  THE  KIND 

I SMOKE  MYSELF 

LOADED  WITH 

PRINCE  ALBERT! 

wi 


WHAT  TO  EXPECT  WHEN  YOU  TRY  PRINCE  ALBERT 


@ 1936,  B.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co. 


It  was  Prince  Albert  that  popularized 
the  improved,  scientific  style  of  cut 
— "crimp  cut.”  And  Prince  Albert 
that  brought  forward  the  special 
P.  A.  process  that  banishes  all  harsh- 
ness and  "bite.”  It  is  made  from 
choicest  tobaccos  and  recognized  as 


the  world’s  leading  smoking  tobacco. 
So  expect  mildness  from  P.  A.  and 
a soothing  mellowness.  Try  Prince 
Albert  on  the  trial  terms  given 
below — 100%  refund  if  you’re  not 
delighted  with  Prince  Albert.  Great 
for  roll -your -own  cigarettes  too. 


OUR  OFFER  TO  PIPE  SMOKERS 

“You  must  be  pleased” 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  ( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


^ plUS  postage.  ( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co 

Prince  Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE! 


pipefuls  of 
fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert. 
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“Ma!  Ma!  A big  truck  just  ran  over  Pa  and  squashed 
him  all  over  the  street!” 

“Junior,  how  many  times  have  I told  you  not  to  talk 
about  such  things  when  I’m  eating?” 

— Widow. 


There  was  a girl  who  lost  her  job  in  the  burlesque  show, 
because  the  boss  said  she  wasn’t  in  shape. 


Dentist:  “This  set  will  cost  you  five  dollars.” 
Patient:  “Have  you  any  buck  teeth?” 

— Penn.  Punch  Bowl. 


Stage  Manager:  “Hey,  what  in  the  h is  coming  off 

back  there?” 

Female  Voice:  “Nothing  much.  It  was  just  a slip.” 


Getting  out  this  magazine  is  no  picnic. 

If  we  print  jokes,  people  say  we  are  silly. 

If  we  don’t,  they  say  we  are  too  serious. 

If  we  clip  things  from  other  magazines,  we  are  too  lazy 
to  write  them  ourselves. 

If  we  don’t  we  are  stuck  on  our  own  stuff. 

If  we  stick  to  the  job  all  day,  we  ought  to  be  out 
hunting  stories. 

If  we  do  get  out  and  try  to  hustle,  we  ought  to  be  on  the 
job  in  the  office. 

If  we  don't  print  contributions,  we  don’t  appreciate 
genius. 

If  we  do,  the  magazine  is  filled  with  junk. 

If  we  make  a change  in  the  other  fellow’s  write-up,  we 
are  too  critical. 

If  we  don’t,  we  are  asleep. 

Now,  like  as  not,  some  guy  will  say  we  swiped  this  from 
some  other  magazine. 

Well,  WE  DID.  We  swiped  it  from  the  Mountain  Goat. 

So  did  we.  Our  swipe  was  from  the  Fulton  Count y 
Medical  Bulletin. 

And  we  pilfered  it  from  the  Gargoyle. 

And  we  from  the  Green  Gander. 

And  we  from  the  Punch  Bowl. 

Yes,  and  we  stole  it  from  the  Dirge. 

And  we  hooked  it  from  the  Mugwump. 

And  our  lift  was  from  the  Frivol. 

And  we,  messieurs,  stole  it  from  the  Battalion. 
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THE 


By  Pyke  Johnson 


• Eight  Ball 

THIS,  the  Behind  the  Eight  Ball 
issue  of  the  Old  Line  is  respect- 
fully dedicated  to  those  of  the  Uni- 
versity who  are  doing  the  work  for 
which  others  get  the  credit.  We  salute 
the  assistant  managers,  the  associate 
editors,  the  departmental  assistants, 
the  candidates  for  all  offices  next  year, 
in  short,  all  the  scrubs  for  any  campus 
position,  great  or  small.  Nor  is  this  a 
protest  against  the  system.  No  one 
realizes  better  than  we  that  the 
managers,  the  editors,  the  heads  of 
departments,  the  office-holders  have  all 
done  their  share  of  work.  Nor  do  we 
claim  that  any  of  them  is  resting  on 
his  laurels  or  taking  advantage  of 
those  under  him.  Most  of  those  who 
are  working  this  year  will  receive 
recognition  next.  We  merely  wish  to 
call  attention  to  the  work  being  done 
by  these  underdogs  while  they  are 
doing  it.  And  so,  to  those  Behind  the 
Eight  Ball,  Salute  and  the  Best  of 
Luck. 

• Profs 

To  those  who  have  not  yet  recovered 
from  that  semi-annual  holocaust  known 
as  final  week  we  dedicate  the  following 
two  anecdotes.  One  concerns  the 
Penn  State  Prof  who  sent  his  own  name 
in  to  the  Dean  for  excessive  absences. 
It  seems  that  an  assistant  kept  the 
class  roll  book,  turning  it  over  to  the 
prof  for  periodic  check-ups.  On  this 
particular  occasion  the  learned  man 
wrote  down  the  names  of  those  with 
too  many  cuts,  without  noticing  a 
two  weeks’  sickness  of  his  own. 


The  other  concerns  one  of  our  own 
faculty  members  who  gave  a C to  a 
fellow  in  one  of  his  courses.  The  boy 
was  not  only  delighted,  but  also  com- 
pletely surprised  to  receive  the  mark, 
for  he  had  dropped  the  course  at  the 
end  of  the  second  week  of  the  semester. 

• Break 

About  two  weeks  ago  the  Diamond- 
back  was  to  have  started  a safety  cam- 
paign, in  which  student  drivers  were  to 
have  been  severely  reprimanded,  and 
the  campus  made  safe  for  democracy 
or  whatever  it  is  that  The  Diamond- 
back  claims  we  need  this  week.  That 


campaign  has  been  postponed  in- 
definitely, and  behind  that  post- 
ponement hangs  a most  interesting 
tale. 

It  seems  that  one  day  just  after  The 
Big  Snow  the  Diamondback  editor, 
whose  name  we  are  keeping  cpiiet,  was 
driving  through  the  business  section  of 
College  Park’s  largest  suburb.  As  he 
approached  a busy  intersection,  a cop 
directing  traffic  there  raised  his  hand 
and  motioned  ye  ed  to  stop.  The 
journalist  applied  his  foot  with  much 
pressure  to  the  brake,  and  the  car 


coasted  gently  to  a halt — on  the  other 
side  of  the  intersection. 

Whereupon  the  finger  of  the  arm  of 
the  law  came  up  to  the  somewhat 
embarrassed  College  Parker,  and,  in 
that  hospitable  way  that  Cops  have, 
invited  him  to  drive  to  the  nearest 
police  station.  Now,  it  seems  that  in 
Washington  that  the  law  requires  cars 
travelling  at  22  miles  an  hour  to  stop 
within  50  feet.  At  this  station  they 
tested  the  young  man’s  car  brakes  and 
found  that  when  he  was  driving  at  a 
22  mile  speed  the  shortest  stop  he 
could  make  was  one  of  236  feet. 

Early  the  next  morning  our  hero 
appeared  before  the  bar  of  justice  with 
other  violators.  When  his  case  was 
called  he  stepped  before  the  judge  to 
explain  the  reason  for  his  faulty  brakes. 
As  he  came  toward  he  nonchalantly 
held  back  his  coat  so  as  to  display 
prominently  the  DDK  which  he  had 
donned  for  the  first  time  two  days 
before.  The  judge’s  eye  caught  the 
pin,  and  at  the  end  of  the  boy’s 
explanation,  the  following  conversation 
ensued : 

Judge:  “Hmmm.  Isn't  that  an 

OI)K  key?” 

Ed:  “Hmmm.  Why,  yes,  it  is.” 
Judge:  “Hmmm.  Why,  I’m  a 

member  of  ODK  myself.” 

Ed:  “Hmmm.  Why,  is  that  so?” 
Judge:  “Hmmm.  Yes,  I’m  from 

Washington  and  Lee.  That’s  where 
the  society  was  founded.” 

Ed:  “Hmmm.  Yes,  I know.” 
Judge:  “It’s  a great  organization, 

isn't  it?” 

( Continued  on  next  page ) 
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( Continued  from  page  5) 

Ed:  “Hm — I mean,  yes,  it  is.” 
Judge:  “Hmmm.  I’ll  take  your 

personal  bond.  Case  dismissed.” 

And  the  moral  of  this  story  is: 
Join  ODK  and  get  a good  eight  point 
major  for  the  Bartender’s  Quartet 
(rates  on  application). 

• Discrimination 

The  story  in  the  last  Old  Line  about 
the  down-and-outer  who  still  wears  his 
ODK  key  is  echoed  in  the  story  of  a 
former  Washington  and  Lee  student 
now  attending  the  University  of  Heidel- 
berg. He  chanced  one  day  to  leave  in 
his  room  a chain  to  which  were  at- 
tached a watch,  a Phi  Beta  Kappa  key, 
a K.  A.  President’s  badge,  and  an  ODK 
key.  In  his  absence  some  one  at- 
tracted by  these  valuables  wandered 
into  the  room.  When  the  American 
returned,  however,  it  was  to  find  that 
watch,  chain,  badge,  and  Phi  Beta 
Kappa  key  were  still  there,  but  that 
the  ODK  key  was  gone.  Heil  ODK! 

• Joke 

The  account,  printed  recently  in  the 
Diamondback , of  the  M.  I.  T.  boys  who 
assembled  a Ford  truck  in  an  absent 
fraternity  brother’s  room  has  brought 
to  light  a practical  joke  played  by  some 
of  our  Maryland  students  a few  years 
back.  This  story  was  told  us  by  a 
fellow-columnist,  but  we  intend  to  pass 
it  along  without  giving  him  any  credit. 

Several  years  ago  there  was  on  the 
campus  a certain  professor  whose 
lectures,  while  instructive,  tended  to 
be  a little  on  the  dull  side.  He  would 
drone  on  and  on,  while  the  class  would 
gradually  drop  off  to  sleep.  There  was, 
however,  a group  of  students  in  the 
class  who  deplored  their  fellow  students’ 
lack  of  interest  as  well  as  their  prof’s 
dullness.  They  decided,  therefore,  that 
it  might  be  a good  idea  to  give  both 
parties  a waking-up.  With  this  in 
mind,  they  proceeded  to  assemble  a 
number  of  alarm  clocks  and  set  them  so 
t hat  they  would  go  off  at  approximately 
five  minute  intervals.  These  clocks  they 
placed  in  the  drawer  of  the  prof’s  table, 
after  which  they  locked  it  securely. 
The  prof  came  to  class,  called  the 


roll,  adjusted  his  voice  to  its  customary 
monotone,  and  then,  as  the  class 
settled  itself  to  an  afternoon’s  nap, 
commenced  to  lecture.  All  proceeded 
smoothly  for  the  first  five  minutes  at 
the  end  of  which  time  the  first  alarm 
went  off.  The  prof  tried  to  get  at  the 
clock,  failing  to  accomplish  which  he 
stood  back  patiently  and  waited  till  it 
had  run  down.  He  started  in  on  his 
lecture  again,  only  to  be  interrupted  a 
second  time  by  another  clock.  The 


class  by  this  time  was  thoroughly 
awake,  and  was  speculating  eagerly  on 
the  outcome  of  this  titanic  struggle  of 
man  and  machine.  The  odds  were  too 
uneven  though,  and  the  professor 
finally  gave  up  the  fight,  dismissing  the 
class.  For  those  to  whom  this  story 
may  have  suggested  possible  enlivening 
of  present  courses,  may  we  remind  you 
that  electric  alarms  now  for  sale  are 
cheaper,  involve  no  winding,  and  are 
guaranteed  to  ring  a full  period. 


APTS 


Jkai  VV  . 


Octopus 
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INVITATION  TO  A IIANf  K 

By  VIRGINIA  FAUL 


“ II3IHL  KANE,  Spring  Prom  Chairman,  announces 
JL  that  this  annual  affair  will  be  held  in  Baxter  Hall, 
April  3.  Ben  Bray  and  his  Villa  Roma  orchestra  will 
furnish  the  music,”  read  Margie  Mason.  Well,  she  was 
glad  it  was  Baxter  Hall,  which  was  near  her  dormitory. 
She  might  get  a drift  of  that  famous  band,  at  least.  She 
threw  the  paper  down. 

“Now,  Miss  Mason,  which  evening  gown  will  you  wear 
to  this  gala  affair?”  she  asked  the  mirror.  “Will  it  be  the 
white  satin,  the  sequin,  or  one  of  the  countless  others? 
And  which  coiffure  will  you  prefer  for  your  golden  locks?” 
Margie  made  a face  at  her  reflection. 

“On  the  night  of  April  third,  as  on  all  other  nights, 
you’ll  be  wearing  your  comfy  pajamas;  your  hair  will  be 
adorned  with  tin  curlers;  and  you’ll  be  in  bed  by  ten 
o’clock. — Don't  try  to  kid  yourself,  young  lady.” 

“ But,  Miss  Mason,  you  do  have  lovely 
eyes.” 

“Of  which  no  male  on  the  campus 
takes  the  least  notice,”  Margie  scolded. 

“ But  the  home-town  boys  thought  you 
quite  smooth.” 

“Please  remember  this  isn’t  Potters- 
ville,  but  State  U.,  and  that  you’re  getting 
nowhere  fast  with  the  campus  Casanovas.” 

Which  all  served  to  electrify,  rather 
than  pacify,  Margie’s  smoldering  en- 
thusiasm for  a good  time  once  more. 

Kit  Mathews,  her  room-mate,  appeared  upon  the  scene 
just  as  Margie  gave  a last  disgusted  frown  into  the  mirror. 

“Howdy  kid,”  she  called  distractedly,  all  the  time 
searching  for  a brilliant  scarf  which  was  in  plain  sight. 

“ ’Lo,”  answered  Margie,  pointing  to  the  object  of  the 
search. 

“Lend  an  ear  to  this,”  Kit  answered,  by  way  of  thanks. 
“I’ve  got  a date  with  ‘Chet’  Lawrence  for  the  prom.” 
“‘Chet’  Lawrence!”  repeated  Margie.  “Swell!” 

“Not  so  bad,  eh?  I suppose  you're  going — ? asked  Kit. 
Margie  looked  perplexed  for  a moment;  then,  with 
sudden  determination,  she  said,  “ Why-er-yes.” 

“Who  with?”  asked  Kit,  slightly  taken  back.  “Any- 
body— ? I mean,  anybody  I would  know?” 

Margie  thought  distractedly  for  a moment,  then  noticed 
the  heading  of  the  paper  she  had  thrown  down  a few 
moments  before.  Taking  refuge  in  the  power  of  suggestion, 
she  said,  with  a boldness  she  was  far  from  feeling,  “Why, 
I'm  going  with  Phil  Kane,  Kit.” 

“Not  really,  darling!”  gasped  her  room-mate  with 
new-found  admiration. 

“And,  by  the  way,”  continued  Margie  gingerly,  “Don’t 


tell  it  around  the  campus.  I’d  like  it  to  come  as  sort  of 
a surprise,”  she  finished,  faltering.  “Yeah,  it  would  lx*  a 
surprise  all  right,”  she  thought,  “to  Phil  Kane.” 

“Well,  I'm  off,”  called  Kit  on  her  way  out.  “I've  only 
kept  the  present  Heart-Beat  waiting  forty-five  minutes 
already.” 

Kit  whizzed  out;  and  Margie,  left  alone,  hoped  passion- 
ately for  the  floor  to  open  up  and  swallow  her.  Why  under 
the  shining  sun,  did  I have  to  do  that,  and  why  pick  on 
Phil  Kane,  of  all  people — the  best  known  fellow  along  the 
campus!  Well,  it’s  a cinch  there  are  new  worlds  to  conquer 
now — . Here’s  hopin’  I don't  encounter  the  frozen 

North!” 

The  next  night  at  the  Delt  house,  Phil  Kane,  who  was 
dictating  his  chemistry  notes  to  a long-suffering  pledge, 
was  interrupted  by  a call  from  downstairs.  “Letter  for  you, 
Phil.  Thought  you’d  quit  receiving 
these  lavender-scented  notes  since  your 
last  breach  of  promise  suit.” 

“Who  me?”  asked  Phil,  as  Bill  ascended 
the  steps  three  at  a time.  “No,  heck,  I 
file  them  for  future  reference.  May  not 
be  able  to  afford  fairy  tales  for  my 
grandchildren.  Hmmmm — you've  got 

me  here.  I don't  recognize  this  feminine 
scrawl,”  he  admitted,  as  he  opened  the 
letter. 

“ Well,  gather  round,  boys,”  he  laughed, 
after  a hasty  scanning  of  the  note.  “This  is  a knock  out !” 
“Dear  Mr.  Kane,”  he  read  in  a mock  falsetto  voice, 
“Have  you  ever  played  the  role  of  “martyr  to  the 
cause’?  No?  Well,  there's  nothing  like  it  for  broadening 
one’s  outlook  on  life,  and  you  can't  imagine  what  it  would 
do  to  mine  . . . ! 

“To  come  to  the  point,  I find  myself,  though  quite 
popular  at  home,  a complete  flop  on  the  campus.  I 
realize,  too,  that  there  are  plenty  just  as  unpopular  as  I, 
but  I just  won't  accept  my  fate.” 

“What  I need  is  a chance  to  break  the  ice,  and  you're 
‘it’  . . . No,  it’s  not  a game.  I’m  simply  asking  you  to 
escort  me  to  the  Spring  Prom  as  a means  of  justifying  the 
end.  If  I still  don't  click,  there  will  be  no  loss  to  you,  but 
just  my  hard  luck.” 

“I  promise  you  won't  regret  it,  and  hope  you  will 
consider  and  let  me  know  as  soon  as  possible.” 

Sincerely, 

Margie  Mason 

Coverly  Hall. 

( Continued  on  page  IS) 


We  print  herewith  the  win- 
ning story  in  this  month's 
story  contest. 

$5.00 

will  again  he  offered  to  the 
writer  of  the  best  short  story 
sub  m i tied  for  the  next  OLD 
LINE.  All  entries  must  be 
in  by  April  1. 
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Little  Known  Campus  Activities 

By  The  Revolving  Reporter 


The  College  Park  police  force  patrol  the  back  road  in 
order  to  slow  up  campus  speeders  and  check  parkers.  The 
Zilch  brothers  take  time  off  for  an  interview  by  the  revol- 
ving reporter.  Although  it  has  never  been  proved,  scandal 
snoopers  say 
that  these  lads 
are  special  de- 
tailed agents 
sent  out  by  the 
government,  to 
bar  the  famous 
Bartenders’ 
quartet. 

Members  of 
the  University 
o f M aryl a n d 
Riding  club  are 
seen  here  pre- 
paring for  their 
annual  “Spring 
Sprint”  which  is 
held  every  year 
between  College 
Park  and  Hagerstown.  The  boys  leave  on  the  dot  of 
seven,  and  have  as  their  destination,  the  Princess  Cafe. 


The  lad  who  gets  there  in  the  least  time,  and  after  arriving 
makes  the  most  time,  is  awarded  with  a silver  loving  cup. 
At  the  extreme  right  is  the  field  judge.  In  the  center  is 
Hand-On-Hip  Harry  who  won  last  years  race.  Look 
at  him! 

“Icy  waters  don’t  scare  us”  is  the  slogan  of  the  Terrapin 
Swimming  Club,  as  its  members  prepare  to  dip  their  tiny 
toes  in  the  roaring  torrents  of  Paint  Branch.  The  terrible 
Terrapins  have  just  broken  the  ice  and  are  getting  ready 


to  plunge.  The  boys  are  scanning  the  weather  reports  to 
find  out  weather  or  not  they  should  take  a dive  or  not. 


In  the  extreme  upper  right  hand  corner,  hid  in  the  bushes, 
is  Fay  Reuling’s  horse  who  came  down  for  a clip,  but 
decided  he  didn’t  like  the  company.  Fay  and  the  Editor 
of  a certain  campus  publication  are  also  said  to  be  in  the 
vicinity. 

The  Calvert  Debaters  go  into  training  for  a tough  spring 
schedule  as  Coach  Fogg  shows  the  new  members  some  of 
the  tricks  of  the  trade.  The  debaters  start  their  road  work 
in  a few  days,  but  at  present  are  learning  how  to  defend 


themselves  when  an  opponent  crowds  them  against  the 
ropes  and  hurls  a volley  of  false  accusations  at  them.  The 
regulars  and  scrubs  are  lined  up  for  a bit  of  labratory  work. 
Coach  Fogg  says  if  you  can't  beat  them  with  your  wit, 
use  your  Fist. 
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Nine 


•loin  The  Army  Ami  See 

By  Georoe  Eierman 


EMBARASSING  MOMENTS 

A very  preoccupied  lady  sat  next  to 
a bald-headed  man  at  a banquet.  In 
the  course  of  the  meal  she  dropped  her 
napkin  without  noticing  it.  The 
gentleman  stooped  to  pick  it  up  and  in 
so  doing  brushed  his  head  against  her 
arm. 

Feeling  the  touch  she  turned  quickly 
and  seeing  only  the  top  of  his  head, 
said,  “Thank  you,  no  melon.” 


Mother:  “What  are  you  reading, 

Johnnie?” 

Johnnie:  “La  Vie  Pariesienne, 

Mother.” 

Mother:  “Oh,  all  right  then.  I 

thought  you  were  reading  one  of  those 
college  comic  magazines.” 

— Froth . 


And  then  there  was  George.  He 
was  a good  guy,  all  right.  He  had  to 
have  a lot  of  sleep  because  he  slept 
slow. 

— Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon. 


“Can  you  direct  me  to  the  National 
Bank?” 

“Sorry,  Ma’am.  I’m  not  a bank 
director.” 

— Reserve  Red  Cat. 


Af  censor  is  a lovely  man — - 
I know  you  think  so  too; 

He  sees  three  meanings  in  a joke — 
When  there  are  only  two! 

— Record. 


Freshman:  “I  want  to  get  on  the 

Diamondback  staff.  I’m  just  itching 
to  write.” 

Humelsine:  “Well,  why  not  sit 

down  and  scratch  off  a little.” 


Delta  Sig:  “So  you  always  wear 

gloves  to  keep  your  hands  soft?” 

Tep:  “Yes.” 

D.  S.:  “And  do  you  always  sleep 

with  your  hat  on?” 


JERRY  SMITH  was  a Sophomore 
(that  type  of  creature  that  bridges 
the  gap  between  the  innocent  Fresh- 
man and  the  wayward  Junior  and 
probably  is  responsible  for  the  change). 
Now  the  fact  that  Jerry  was  a Sopho- 
more is  not  particularly  striking — any 
number  of  people  have  been  Sopho- 
mores and  thought  nothing  of  it  (at  the 
time).  Also  Jerry  had  a dislike  for  the 
R.  O.  T.  C.  course. 

But  Jerry  Smith  was  a fellow  who 
would  figure  things  out,  so  he  decided 
that  the  best  thing  he  could  do  was  to 
get  the  military  business  over  with,  as 
soon  as  he  could.  So  he  buckled  down 
and  did  his  work  as  well  as  he  could. 
Oddly  enough,  when  the  term  ended, 
Smith  had  received  the  best  average  in 
the  entire  class. 

Now  Major  Bark  and  Col.  Wart 
made  the  announcement  that  the 
highest  ranking  R.  O.  T.  C.  student 


would  be  handsomely  rewarded  for  his 
work,  so  Jerry  decided  that  perhaps  he 
might  benefit  from  the  onerous  duty 
anyway.  On  the  night  of  which  the 
much  discussed  prize  was  to  be  con- 
ferred, the  Sheath  and  Scythe,  the 
honorary  officers’  club,  gave  a dinner. 
When  the  meal  was  over,  the  gentle- 
man who  was  the  guest  of  honor  rose 
to  present  the  award.  Jerry’s  mind 
was  full  of  speculations  as  to  what  he 
was  about  to  receive. 

Could  it  be  a nice  sum  of  money,  or 
a year’s  tuition,  or  a medal  or  a cup? 
He  hoped  it  would  be  something  useful. 

But  now  the  speaker  was  about  to 
make  the  award — he  wras  about  to 
name  the  great  prize.  Then  Jerry 
slumped  down  in  his  seat.  For  the 
speaker  had  said,  “in  recognition  of 
your  splendid  work,  the  R.  O.  T.  C. 
takes  great  pleasure  in  making  you  the 
Colonel  for  the  coming  year!” 


Octopus 


“ Rut  Colonel,  Pm  a Quaker!” 


Ten 
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Unsung  Uami 

I.  Out  Foggsmart — The  OLD  LINE  pays  homage  to  those  behind  th 
Who  spends  most  of  an  important  part  of  campus  life,  pass  unnoticed 
his  life  underlining 

misleading  passages  in  Library  Reserve  books.  He  uses  black 
pencil  for  those  passages  which  might  possibly  have  some 
significance,  and  red  pencil  for  those  that  have  no  meaning  at 
all.  One  single  job  of  his — in  Taussig — once  caused  78  people  to 
flunk  an  Economics  quiz. 


• • 


A.  S.  Hall  — Who  spends  his  time  between  class  periods  driving 
up  and  down  the  road  leading  to  Shoemaker  Hall.  He  rests  on 
days  when  the  weather  is  fine,  saving  his  strength  for  the  bad 
days.  In  three  months  he  has  forced  3,193  people  off  the  road, 
but  his  big  day  came  when  he  made  the  Dean  leap  for  his  life 
right  into  the  middle  of  a gigantic  mud  puddle. 


• • 


S.  O.  Tew — Who  spends  his  time  working  in  the  labs  in  the 
Chemistry  Building  manufacturing  that  delightful  hydrogen 
sulfide  odor  for  which  the  building  is  so  famous.  At  present  he 
is  working  on  a scheme  to  pump  the  odor  of  the  barns  up  to  the 
Chem  Building,  thus  making  our  Chem  Department  unequaled 
among  other  schools.  His  big  day  came  when  he  caused  16 
people  to  drop  the  English  History  course  held  in  DD-307. 


S.  S.  Beerstein — Who  spends  his  time  leaning  out  of  the 
second  story  window  of  the  Engineering  Building  shouting 
witty  comments  at  passers-by.  He  is  most  active  during  the 
Spring  and  Autumn  months,  hibernating  during  the  winter  to 
think  up  such  extremely  amusing  remarks  as  “Yoo-Hoo,” 
“Come  here,  boy,  Phil  Mossburg  likes  you,”  and  “Hey,  girl, 
that  walk  looks  slippery.  Wait  till  I come  down  and  then  you 
can  fall  for  me.” 
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Eleven 


[ins  Heroes 

impus  eight  ball,  the  little  men  whose  activities,  while  C.  Gamble  Proctor 
nd  unrewarded  by  the  majority  of  the  students.  Who  spends  his  time 

removing  soap  flakes 
from  the  soap  containers.  He  also  removes  the  paper  towels 
from  the  boxes.  The  flakes  he  colors  brown  with  mud  and  sells 
to  the  frat  houses  for  corn  flakes.  The  paper  he  cuts  into  circles 
and  sells  to  the  Chemistry  Department  to  be  used  as  filter 
paper. 


• • 


J.  R.  Galapagos — Who  spends  his  time  putting  other  people’s 
mail  in  your  box.  His  big  day  came  when  a Junior  daydodger, 
finding  a letter  in  his  box  for  the  first  time  in  three  years,  dropped 
dead  of  heart  failure.  His  ability  in  deciphering  postcard 
scrawls  once  obtained  him  a war-time  job  devising  secret  codes. 


• • 


Chari  es  U.  Beach  — Who  spends  his  time  digging  holes  in  the 
Men’s  and  Women’s  Parking  Lots.  He  has  accounted  for  more 
broken  axles  than  has  the  Main  Street  in  Midville.  He  has 
patented  a special  wind-blower  for  blowing  dust  into  Calvert 
and  Silvester  Halls  and  the  Student  Center  on  windless  days. 
But  most  of  the  cinders  he  saves  to  spread  on  the  floor  of  the 
Gym  during  dances. 


• • 

B.  Z.  Line — Who  spends  his  time  calling  the  girls’  dorms  and 
the  sorority  houses  just  at  the  time  when  you  are  trying  to  get 
a date.  He  spends  his  time  talking  to  matrons  and  house 
mothers  about  the  weather.  His  idea  of  a joke  is  to  call  the 
dorm  and  ask  if  Margaret  Brent  is  in.  His  favorite  sport  is 
getting  a date  on  the  last  day  of  the  month  and  then  tearing  a 
hunk  off  the  calendar.  His  big  day  came  last  November  11, 
when  late  leaves  were  unexpectedly  announced,  and  he  kept 
seven  lines  busy  for  three  hours,  causing  1 12  fraternity  men  to 
tear  their  hair  out. 
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A BLIND  DATE 

Are  you  so  homely  that  you  always  look  iu  the  reverse 
side  of  a mirror  iu  order  uol  to  scare  yourself  to  death? 
Do  you  sleep  with  your  face  iu  the  pillow  just  to  he  kind 
to  burglars?  Are  you  knock-kneed,  pigeon-toed,  and 
hawk-nosed? 

Do  you  have  to  pretend  that  every  day  is  Hallowe’en 
before  you  have  the  courage  to  go  downtown?  Are  you 
the  kind  of  girl  that  jealous  wives  like  to  have  their 
husbands  go  out  with?  Are  you  lantern-jawed  and 
droop-lipped? 

Do  you  pray  for  rain  so  that  when  you  go  out  for  a stroll 
you  can  hide  behind  an  umbrella?  Do  crooners  swoon 
when  you  look  into  the  radio?  Do  your  hands  dangle 
below  your  knees  and  is  a pair  of  your  shoes  equal  to 
one  cow? 

Are  you  called  to  the  telephone  every  few  minutes  to 
reject  sideshow  offers?  Do  you  protect  yourself  from 
Peeping  Toms  by  leaving  the  shades  up? 

Take  stock  of  yourself.  Are  you  the  female  described 
above?  If  so,  sister.  I’ll  pay  fifty  smackers  spot  cash  if 
you’ll  drop  me  a line  telling  me  the  hiding  place  of  that 
dizzy,  long-eared,  bum  who  dug  you  up  for  me  as  a date 
last  Saturday  night. 

— Growler. 


“ He  wanted  to  show  off  his  Florida  tan." 


No  Hors-D'oeuvres?  . . . What  kind  of  a joint  is  this?' 


A WOMAN  WENT  TO  SEE  A DOCTOR 

“Doctor,”  she  said  loudly,  bouncing  into  the  room, 
“ I want  you  to  say  frankly  what’s  wrong  with  me.” 

He  surveyed  her  from  head  to  foot. 

“Madam,”  he  said  at  length,  “I’ve  just  three  things  to 
tell  you.  First,  your  weight  wants  reducing  by  nearly 
50  pounds.  Second,  your  beauty  would  be  improved  if 
you  used  about  one  tenth  as  much  rouge  and  lipstick. 
And  third,  I’m  an  artist — the  doctor  lives  on  the  next 
floor.” 

— Montreal  Star. 


“I  wear  this  gown  only  to  teas,”  said  the  debutante. 
“When?” 

“Not  when.  Whom.” 


Little  Rollo,  full  of  glee. 

Pushed  his  poppa  in  the  sea. 

Mother  said  with  look  malicious. 

You  naughty  brat,  you’ll  kill  the  fishes. 

— Sour  flash. 


“ Do  you  think  you've  got  nerve  enough  to  pose  in  such 
a costume  as  the  artist  will  expect? 

“Yes,  that’s  nothing.” 


© 1936,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co 
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Lets  pledge  it  first  and  then  find  out  what  it  is.” 


( hlo  pus 


SONG-HIT  SURVEY 

THOSE  persons  who  have  spent 
tortured  hours  tuning  out  oft- 
repeated  songs  on  the  radio,  who  have 
danced  countless  times  in  one  evening 
to  the  same  tune,  until  a final  repeti- 
tion evoked  a response  of  mingled 
anguish  and  despair,  who  have  precipi- 
tately left  crowded  theaters  and  as- 
saulted would-be-musicial  roommates 
at  some  penultimate  rendition  of  a 
former  “popular”  song — and  who 
among  us  has  not  experienced  at  least 
one  of  the  foregoing  sensations — may 
he  mildly  interested  to  know  that  the 
most  popular  “popular”  song  of  1935 
was  none  other  than  Little  Gypsy  Tea 
Room.  The  song  second  in  popularity, 
Treasure  Island,  which  ran  the  leader 
a close  second,  was  written  by  the  same 
pair  of  writers,  whose  latest.  Moon 
Over  Miami,  bids  fair  to  be  one  of  the 
big  hits  of  this  year. 

Following  these  two  in  order  of 
popularity  as  based  on  the  number  of 
times  each  was  played  over  a national 
network  were  these  songs: 

Blue  Moon. 

Cheek  to  Cheek. 

I'm  In  The  Mood  For  Love. 


Life  Is  A Song. 

Chasing  Shadows. 

Lullaby  of  Broadway. 

Isle  of  Capri. 

You're  All  I Need. 

When  I Grow  Too  Old  To  Dream. 
You  Are  My  Lucky  Star. 


In  The  Middle  of  A Kiss. 

And  Then  Some. 

I've  Got  A Feeling  You're  Fooling. 

Of  these  first  fifteen,  eight  were  from 
Hollywood  productions,  and  the  rest 
published  independently. 

Figures  show  that  the  life  of  even 
the  most  successful  “popular”  song  is 
considerably  less  than  three  months. 
Only  nine  of  the  first  fifteen  retained 
high  ratings  for  months,  and  only  Little 
Gypsy  Tea  Room  was  able  to  stay  in  the 
top  flight  for  five  months.  Most  of 
these  songs  were  played  over  the 
national  hook-up  at  least  five  times  a 
day  during  the  period  of  their  popu- 
larity. 

Since  these  songs  constitute  an 
integral  part  of  college  social  life,  it 
might  be  well  to  recall  some  of  those  to 
which  we  danced  more  often  during  the 
past  two  semesters.  The  year  started, 
for  Maryland  society,  with  the  Junior 
Prom  and  Mid-Winter  Rossbourg,  at 
a time  when  The  Object  of  My  Affec- 
tions, With  Every  Breath  I Take,  and 
June  In  January  were  nationwide 
favorites.  Blue  Moon  and  The  Good 
Ship  Lollipop  were  the  ones  of  which 
{Continued  on  page  19) 


“ Come  on  now  Alice,  you  pull  us  for  awhile.” 
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By  Jerry  Tax 


It  all  began  ’way  back  . . . when  Nance’s  roommate 
Mary  spilled  a bottle  of  perfume  over  herself  and  got  all 
incensed.  The  sweet  odors  and  my  gentle  persuasion 
prevailed  on  the  sockless  wonder  to  yield  me  a squint 
at  a weekly  squib  she  used  to  scribble  . . . for  the  lovelorn 
lads  and  lassies  of  the  land  of  Barbara  Frietchie  and  Jug 
Bridge.  I read  the  stuff;  and  convinced  my  pigtailed 
friend  to  take  a crack  at  the  local  weekly  vehicle  of  under- 
graduate infamy  and  misfortune.  And  forgot  it. 

Now  we  really  go  back  ...  to  the  time  three  years  ago 
when  I sat  next  to  Milly  Cochran  and  flunked  French  with 
her  because  we  insisted  on  advising  each  other  what  to  do 
in  our  respective  affairs  of  the  heart.  Milly ’s  still  is 
unsolved.  Mine  is  forgotten.  This  semester,  I sit  next  to 
Milly  again;  we're  both  repeating;  in  fact,  repeating  the 
same  foolishness  that  got  us  in  the  schedule  jam  we’re 
both  in  now.  Today  we  began  the  Dix  act ; and  also  today, 
the  lad  next  me  in  Economics  presented  me  with  his  badly  - 
balled-up  triple-trouble  affair,  which  I solved  for  him  . . . 
to  his  satisfaction,  and  my  surprise  . . . So  o o o o o . . . 
Why  not  try  the  same  for  you  and  you  and  you?  ? ? 

And  here  goes  . . . Mind  you,  these  following  are  messes 
of  affections  I’ve  picked  up  in  casual  chats.  Address  your 
personal  difficulties  to  Box  1354  . . . for  prompt,  anonymous 
unriddling. 

To  my  friend  A , who  receives  cloying  missives  from 

J in  town  who’s  still  gone  on  him,  who’s  the  victim 

of  an  “Of  Human  Bondage”  affair  with  B and  much 

admired  by  K , both  on  the  campus  . . . All  in  all,  a 

pretty  triple-trouble  affair  . . . Uncle  Jeremiah’s  solution: 

J is  the  kind  of  girl  most  men  like  to  keep  hidden 

away.  Now,  it’s  not  worth  that  anymore — so  he’d  better 

drop  it  as  gently,  but  as  decisively,  as  possible.  K is 

the  type  men  turn  to  when  their  pride  has  been  hurt  by 
another  woman,  which  is  exactly  what  my  triple-troubled 
friend  is  doing.  It’s  an  easy  victory,  and  very  comforting 

to  the  male  ego.  B , the  third  female  in  the  case,  has 

domain  over  much  of  A ’s  time  all  because  she  refuses 

to  see  things  eye  to  eye  w ith  him  at  this  stage  of  the  game. 
He’s  not  really  in  love  with  her,  but  he  reasons  correctly 
that  if  he  could  get  her  to  see  things  his  way  he  would  be 
thataway  . . . not  for  too  long  . . . but  long  enough. 
Simple,  eh?  ? ? 

Dear  Uncle  Jeremiah: 

How  in  h can  a fella  make  a gal  fall  in  love  with 

him  when  said  gal  is  in  love  with  a guy  who  is  his  good 


friend,  and  who  doesn’t  give  a d about  the  gal  in 

question? 

My  heart  is  breaking. 

Truly, 

— In  Anguish. 

Dear  In  Anguish: 

Approaching  a woman  in  love  with  someone  else  is 
about  as  dangerous  as  annoying  a dog  masticating  a Dig, 
juicy  bone.  Also,  this  business  of  men  making  young  ladies 
fall  for  them  went  out  with  rubric  ruffs,  knee  britches,  and 
jousts  a la  horseback.  What  with  unimaginative,  colorless 
apparel,  and  the  rest  of  modern  man’s  standardized 
accoutrements  in  this  workaday  world  . . . about  all  a 
fella  can  do  is  look  intelligent,  learn  to  dance  well,  and 
hang  around  in  hope. 

However,  you  might  try  having  your  face  lifeted  and 
your  ears  pushed  in  . . . ’cause  WE  KNOW  YOU  . . . 
BOB  BAKER ! ! ! ! 

Dear  Unc: 

What  should  I,  a disappointed  lover,  do  now  that  the 
girl  I’m  in  love  with  got  married  two  weeks  after  being 
our  house  guest? 

— Heart-break. 

Dear  Heart-break: 

Let  me  quote  you  a favorite  blurb  of  my  dad’s  . . . 
something  I’m  sure  you’ve  never  heard  before.  Dad 
would  say,  “Son  never  run  after  a woman  or  a streetcar, 
’cause  there’s  always  another  coming  along,  and,  as  the 
West  Pointer  has  it,  those  that  run  late  at  night  are 
faster.” 

Also,  the  recent  bride  might  have  got  tired  of  waiting. 
You're  likely  to  be  that  kind  of  a fella  who  dates  a girl 
for  practically  everything  in  the  world  except  a visit  to  the 
minister.  What  you  need  is  a dose  of  rough  ’n  tough 
leap  year  tactics. 

Dearest  Unca  Fluff-jaws: 

I love  an  athlete  . . . and  he  says  he  loves  me.  But 
whenever  we're  together,  what  he  considers  romantic 
chit-chat  consists  of  why  we  lost  this  or  that  game  because 
the  coach  or  someone  else  made  a mistake,  or  the  defects 

( Continued  on  page  23) 
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By  Theodore  Erbe 


THERE  seems  absolutely  no  end  to  the  things  one  can 
say  in  a column,  and  the  only  trouble  with  that  is, 
you  can't  tell  where  to  start  to  write  one.  Over  a long, 
long  stretch  of  monotonous  years  we  have  developed  a 
habit  of  closing  our  eyes,  aiming  at  the  keyboard  and 
trusting  the  editor  doesn’t  know  anything  about  anything 
anyway. 


| TARDY  . . . It's  rather  quibbling  to  continue 
already  belated  “best  picture  of  1935”  selections,  but 
several  days  ago  we  stumbled  over  a den  of  critics  basking 
in  a smoky  sanctuary  and  their  own  ignorance,  such  as  we 
thought  it.  On  a tinsel-coated,  movie-like  sign,  belittered 
with  silver  shooting  stars,  this  group  said  Naughty  Marietta 
was  the  best  picture  of  1935.  Appropriately  listed  with 
lesser  shooting  stars  came  David  Copperfield,  Anna 
Karenina,  Mutiny  on  the  Bounty  and  Broadway  Melody 
in  just  that  order.  We  drew  up  to  authorative  heights, 
proclaimed  The  Informer  the  best  picture,  and  were  un- 
surprised to  hear  nothing — not  even  a ripple.  We  said 
The  Dark  Angel,  was  good  too,  and  asked  them  if  they’d 
seen  it.  We  finally  decided  to  spend  no  further  time, 
realizing  ignorance  needs  no  light. 

| HOKLTM  . . . We’ve  heard  enough  of  this  “Those 
were  the  good  old  days  in  the  theatre.”  Something  like 
your  roommate’s  old  sock,  it  bobs  up  and  is  used  when 
there  is  nothing  better  in  the  drawer.  All  critics  list  it 
foremost  in  their  pot-boil  files.  You  can  tell  its  approach 
by  symptoms,  which  are  a whimsical  start,  reminiscence, 
a waxing  platitudinal,  and  then,  “Those  were  the  illustrious 
days  in  the  theatre.”  At  this,  the  Editor  peers  over  his 
fine,  long  nose,  snuffs,  and  raises  the  scribe's  salary — if  he 
has  one.  It  is  a profitable  ruse  because  subscribers,  like 
all  good  Americans,  believe  what  print  tells  them. 

No  one  can  tell  me  Mr.  Laughton  doesn't  show  me  the 
fine  art  of  acting  to  as  good  advantage  as  Betterxon,  had 
he  lived  now  instead  of  in  the  seventeenth  century,  could 
have.  One  could  compare  Mr.  Laughton  favorably  with 
the  “great  Irving,”  Shakespearian  actor  of  the  next 
century.  Ibsen,  a rank  moderner,  affected  the  theatre 
more  than  Shakespeare  did  even  in  his  own  time — Shakes- 
peare improved  it;  Ibsen  saved  it.  Nazimova,  some  of  us 
are  just  finding  out,  should  be  rated  with  the  great  Duse. 
Lily  Pons  and  Grace  Moore  are  much  better,  we  think, 


that  the  clumsy  prima  donnas  in  pink  taffeta  that  grandma 
mumbles  about.  Lorre  and  Karloff  are  about  the  best 
spook  actors  in  the  history  of  the  theatre.  Even  Mickey 
Mouse  seems  superior  to  the  children  actors  of  1610. 
Comments  by  standard  critics  of  both  times  being  com- 
pared give  light  on  this  subject. 

| ■ BOX  OFFICE  . . . We've  wanted  for  a long  time  to 
tell  about  a movie’s  b.  o.,  which  is  nothing  about  red  soap. 
The  realm  of  a movie’s  b.  o.  appalls  the  uninitiated,  but  in 
good  English  it  means  “cash  receipts,”  being  an  abbrevi- 
ation of  “box  office.”  We  forthwith  will  give  you  a few 
figures  in  American  dollars  that  will  explain  why  Holly- 
wood is  so  much  like  itself.  A good  movie  at  a first-run 
New  York  City  house  will  bring  in  total  receipts  totaling 
about  $50,000  to  $60,000.  Provineially,  the  same  movie’s 
producers  have  to  sit  content  with  only  about  $5,000  a 
week  in  wee  little  towns  like  Hagerstown  and  about 
$12,000  in  places  like  Washington.  On  the  living  stage. 
New  York  musical  hits  net  around  $30,000,  and  just  plain 
plays  bring  in  $16,000,  although  once  in  a year  or  so  a play 
like  Jumbo  can  lure  away  $70,000  to  $80,000  in  one  week. 
Yet  the  average  play,  running  but  two  months,  averages 
a per  week  gate  income  of  only  $5,000.  And  if  the  play 
producers  in  Broadway  felt  about  it  as  the  play  producers 
in  Hollywood  they'd  say  “What’s  the  use,”  and  cpiit  on 
the  spot.  This  all  teaches  a lesson  about  how  some 
movies  can  be  so  rotten  and  how  some  plays  can  be  darn 
good. 

(Continued  on  page  22) 


She  left  life  class  to  design  costumes  for  a nudist  colony .” 
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George  santayana,  who 

taught  philosophy  at  Harvard 
for  twenty-two  years,  is  an  American 
institution  to  thousands  of  Harvard 
men.  It  is  said  that  when  lie  gave  his 
last  lecture  before  retiring,  his  class 
stood  and  cheered  him  for  twenty 
minutes. 

These  same  enthusiastic  students, 
synthesized  into  one  person,  are  the 
subject  of  his  only  novel.  The  Last 
Puritan,  which  he  calls  “a  memoir  in 
the  form  of  a novel.”  The  memoir 
concerns  the  rather  curious  life  of 
Oliver  Alden. 

In  his  prologue  he  imagines  a con- 
versation with  his  friend  Mario  in 
which  he  tells  why  he  is  writing  the 
book  at  all.  He  is  being  urged  by 
Mario  to  write  Oliver's  life. 

“Oliver’s  Life?  Had  he  a life  to  be 
written  with  a capital  L?  And  why 
should  I,  of  all  people,  abandon  philo- 
sophy in  my  old  age  and  take  to  com- 
posing history,  even  supposing  that  in 
Oliver’s  history  there  were  any  actions 
to  record?” 

“No  actions,”  says  Mario,  “but 
something  you  might  take  a wicked 
pleasure  in  describing:  Puritanism 
Self-condemned.  Oliver  was  The  Last 
Puritan.” 

Oliver’s  father,  Peter  Alden,  lived  as 
a youth  with  his  older  brother  and 
guardian  in  the  latter’s  home,  until  one 
day  while  they  were  riding  together  on 
a Boston  street  car  in  the  1870's,  Peter 
was  called  familiarly  by  his  first  name 
by  the  car  conductor.  This  little 


incident  opened  up  the  record  of  a long 
list  of  Peter’s  intimacies  with  the  lower 
classes  and  caused  his  elder  brother  to 
throw  him  out  of  the  house. 

There  followed  years  in  boarding 
schools,  a few  years  at  Harvard  until 
he  was  dismissed  for  accidentally 
killing  a watchman  in  some  school 
prank,  then  years  in  the  Orient.  Finally, 
a mental  case,  partly  induced  by  drugs, 
he  came  in  his  yacht  for  treatment  by 
an  alienist  in  Great  Falls,  Connecticut. 
Here  he  recovered  his  sanity  but  lost 
his  freedom.  He  was  quite  deliberately 
snared  by  the  doctor’s  daughter  to  save 
the  old  homestead  from  going  under 
the  hammer.  Without  the  slightest 
sign  of  affection,  he  married  the 
doctor’s  daughter  and  casually  had  one 
child,  Oliver. 

Born  of  such  a union,  Oliver  grew  up 
in  an  even  more  curious  home.  His 
mother  was  a fantatic  on  the  “scien- 
tific” way  of  treating  children,  the 
father  paid  no  attention  to  him  at  all, 
and  his  real  rearing  was  left  to  a well 
educated  German  governess. 

Oliver’s  mother  brought  him  up,  in  a 
way,  to  be  a young  man  without 
emotions,  with  inflexible  ideas  of  the 
correctness  of  things,  with  a sketch  of 
religion,  and  with  the  sincerity  of  an 
earnest  young  man  and  the  appearance 
of  a prig. 

Before  entering  college  he  traveled 
with  his  father,  but  could  never 
penetrate  his  father’s  cynicism;  he 
shared  hours  with  the  captain  of  his 
father’s  yacht,  whose  physical  per- 


fection he  admired,  but  whose  complete 
lack  of  conscience  he  could  not  under- 
stand; his  best  friend  was  M ario, 
whose  quickness  of  mind  and  whose 
genuine  emotions  he  admired  but 
could  not  imitate.  His  intellectual 
Puritanism  was  bound  to  make  life 
hard  and  formal  for  him  even  while  he 
watched  others  live  it  to  the  limit. 

His  wit  and  his  understanding  make 
this  book  of  Santayana’s  a most 
fascinating  memoir  of  the  days  before 
the  war  as  lived  by  the  younger  men. 
Harvard  enters  frequently  in  the  book, 
and  the  author  even  includes  himself 
as  one  of  the  characters. 

Santayana  could  himself  almost  have 
been  his  own  Oliver.  He  was  born  in 
Spain,  educated  in  Harvard  and  Berlin, 
later  appointed  professor  of  Philosophy 
at  Harvard,  and  finally  retired  to  Paris 
in  1911.  He  has  been  variously  termed 
the  keenest  mind  or  the  most  under- 
standing mind  of  the  age. 

The  Last  Puritan  is  the  book  of  the 
month,  and  has  almost  within  a few 
weeks  of  publication  leaped  to  top 
place  on  the  list  of  sales.  More  than 
85,000  copies  have  already  been  sold. 

Making  a novel  out  of  the  household 
budget  is  the  remarkable  accomplish- 
ment of  Josephine  Lawrence  in  her 
If  I Have  Four  Apples,  now  well  along 
in  the  lists  of  popular  books.  Roughly 
summarized,  she  says  that  America  is 
not  what  it  used  to  be  on  account  of 
the  instalment  plan,  but  that  nothing 
can  be  done  about  it. 

( Continued  on  page  2 If) 
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INVITATION  TO  A DANCE 

( Continued  from  page  7) 

“Some  dames  sure  have  nerve,”  laughed  Gates  as  Phil 
finished. 

“Yeah,  but  she  sounds  sort  of  desperate — too  desperate 
to  be  funny,”  said  the  pledge,  Buzz  Jones,  drinking  it  all  in. 

“Oh,  we  didn’t  expect  you  to  appreciate  the  humor  of 
the  situation,  goat,”  Phil  retorted.  “That’s  the  laugh  of 
the  week.  Why,  I don't  even  know  what  she  looks  like." 

“Oh,  she's  not  hard  to  look  at,”  offered  Bill.  “She’s 
in  my  French  class,  but  I don’t  go  for  that  quiet  type. 
What  are  you  going  to  do,  Phil?  Just  laugh  it  off?” 

“Oh,  of  course,  I'll  take  her,”  said  Phil  sarcastically. 
“Can’t  you  just  see  me  now?”  he  exaggerated  a bow. 
“Boys,  I want  you  to  meet  Miss  Mason.  You  may  not 
have  seen  her,  though  she’s  been  here  since  September. 
She’s  been  hiding  her  light  under  a bushel,”  he  finished 
eloquently. 

“Sounds  interesting  to  me,”  admitted  Buzz  meekly. 
“She’s  at  least  got  a new  line.” 

“Yeah,  a life-line,  and  I’m  supposed  to  catch  it,” 
grunted  Phil.  “If  you  like  it  so  well,  why  don't  you  take 
her,  goat?  You’re  quite  a figure  around  the  campus — • 
especially  with  your  little  skull  cap  and  bow  tie,  “he 
mocked.” 

There  the  matter  dropped,  as  far  as  Phil  was  concerned. 
But  Buzz  gave  considerably  more  time  and  thought  to  the 
idea.  The  night  of  the  dance  arrived,  and  Margie's  tin 
curlers  and  blue  pajamas  were  laid  aside.  Buzz,  dubbed 
“Good  Samaritan”  by  the  frat,  looked  at  his  new  role  in 
a different  light,  especially  after  a glimpse  of  Margie  in 


Syracusan 

“ If  you're  gonna  play  goalie,  you're  gotta  keep  your  mouth 

shut.'' 


“ Take  off  your  coat  and,  stay  awhile  Mrs.  Harrigan.  I want 
you  to  try  my  new  eggnog  recipe." 


black  satin  with  her  blonde  curls  piled  high  most  be- 
comingly. 

“Say,”  exclaimed  a certain  Delt,  who  wasn't  in  on  the 
turn  of  affairs,  as  he  cast  an  appraising  glance  at  the  girl 
entering  the  ball  room  on  Buzz  Jones’  arm,  “Take  a look 
at  that,  fellows.  Can  that  pledge  pick  ‘ em ! Whew ! She 
must  be  a new  number  around  here.  Never  saw  her 
before.  Guess  we  didn't  go  wrong  in  pledging  that  guy.” 

With  an  expression  on  his  face  which  scarcely  credited 
his  words,  Phil  said,  weakly,  “Oh,  I don't  know.  She’s 
not  so  many.”  With  a word  of  some  “business”  with 
Buzz,  however,  he  made  a bee-line  for  the  object  of 
interest. 

Approaching  nonchalantly,  he  gave  Buzz  the  high  sign. 

“’Evening,  Mr.  Kane,”  said  Buzz.  “Oh — er,  Miss 
Mason,  Mr.  Kane,”  he  introduced. 

“How7  do  you  do?”  acknowledged  Margie.  “I  think 
I’ve  read  about  you,  Mr.  Kane.” 

“Oh — er — ah — have  you?”  asked  Phil,  to  his  own 
astonishment  somewhat  flustered.  Just  then  the  orchestra 
burst  forth  with  the  familiar  strains  of  the  hit  of  the  season. 

“Swell  orchestra  you  have  here,  Phil,”  said  Buzz. 

“Yeah,  it’s  O.  Iv.,”  said  Phil,  with  a lift  of  the  eyebrow- 
in  Margie’s  direction,  which  supercilious  “Kane  method" 
of  asking  a girl  to  dance  had  never  failed  to  bring  results. 

“Mmmm,  it’s  a keen  piece,  too.  Buzz,”  ignored  Margie. 
“My  favorite — .”  The  couple  glided  off;  and  Phil  was 
left  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  with  the  uncom- 
fortable realization  that  the  snicker  in  the  stag  line  was 
meant  for  him. 

“Where’s  the  old  Kane  technique?”  Bill  Gates  asked 
Phil,  on  his  way  to  cut  in  on  Buzz. 

( Continued  on  page  20) 


SONG-HIT  SURVEY 

{Continued  from  page  If) 

we  had  enough  the  week  of  the 
Military  Ball  and  Sophomore  Prom, 
while  Ted  Brownagle  featured  Soon 
and  The  Isle  of  Capri  at  the  Calvert 
Cotillion  a few  weeks  later. 

At  the  Interfraternity  Ball  Phil 
Emerson  encored  Lullaby  of  Broadway 
and  Lovely  To  Look  At.  One  week 
following,  at  the  Easter  Rossbourg,  it 
was  Clouds  and  Every  Day  that  were 
the  reigning  favorites.  When  the 
alumni  came  back  for  Field  Day,  Life 
Is  A Song  and  What's  The  Reason  were 
just  stepping  into  prominence.  The 
semester  closed  with  the  June  Week 
dances,  and  few  of  those  who  attended 
these  will  forget  Jack  Bruce’s  arrange- 
ments of  The  Continental , I Won't 
Dance,  and  A Quarter  To  Nine. 

During  the  summer  at  various  places 
we  danced  and  perspired  while  they 
played  the  Princeton  songs.  Love  And 
A D ime  and  East  of  the  Sun,  Paris  In 
The  Spring,  I'll  Never  Say  Never  Again, 
and  The  Lady  In  Red. 

With  the  resumption  of  school  and 
the  first  Rossbourg,  the  song  hits  of 
Top  Hat  came  into  popularity,  and  we 
rested  to  them  and  to  I'm  In  The  Mood 
For  Love,  between  the  famed  Mai 
Hallet  arrangements  of  torrid  numbers. 
The  sorority  dances  during  the  football 
season  and  the  Homecoming  house 
parties  came  when  I'm  On  A See-Saw 
and  I Found  A Dream  were  popular; 
and  A Little  Bit  Independent  and  Red 
Sails  In  The  Sunset  received  their 
formal  introduction  to  the  Maryland 
campus  when  Ted  Black  played  for  the 
Penman’s  Promenade. 

The  close  of  the  year  brought  the 
Onyx  Club  Boys’  tale  of  their  troubles 
with  an  old  French  horn,  and  the 
crowd  at  the  Christmas  Rossbourg 
stopped  dancing  to  sing  while  Dick 
Messner  played  The  Music  Goes  Round 
and  Round.  Many  were  more  or  less 
positive  that  the  building  was  going 
Round  and  Round  as  well. 

These  were  the  songs  we  heard  over 
and  over  again  throughout  the  year. 

{Continued  on  page  21) 


GOOD  ALL  THE  WAY  DOWN  TO  THE  HEEL 


1 "/  hear  Edgeworth  Junior  is 
great  stuff  . . . He'll  see  . . . First 
few  pujjs  certainly  taste  fine.” 


<&>  ” Half -way  and  still  good.  / 
used  to  unload  here.  Maybe  it's 
good  for  another  drag  or  two.” 


tt  ,rSay!  ...  I'm 
sticking  to  Edge- 
worth  Junior.  It's 
so  mild  you  ran 
smoke  it  ALL  THE 
way  no  tr  y to  the 
HEEL!” 

**  CELLOPHANE” 
WRAPPED 

15 <t 

A TIN 


THE  new,  mild,  free-burning 

pipe  and  cigarette  tobacco.  So 

mild  that  even  the  heel  smokes 

good.  No  tobacco  wasted. 

LARUS  & BRO.  CO.,  RICHMOND.  VIRGINIA 
TOBACCONISTS  SINCE  1877 

CORN  COB  PIPE  CLUB  OF  VIRGINIA  . . . Cross- 
roads fun,  frolic  and  music.  W«*dnesday  evenings 
at  9:00  (E.S.T.)  over  NBC  Blue  Network,  direct 
from  Richmond,  Va.  (Pacific  Coast  stations — 
KFI,  KPO,  KOMO,  KCW,  K IIQ.) 
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INVITATION  TO  A DANCE 

(Continued  from  page  18) 

“Slippin’,  Phil?”  queried  the  next  to  follow  suit. 

Soon,  more  murmurs,  of  “Who’s  the  girl  in  the  black 
satin?”  and  “She  must  be  new  around  here,”  reached  his 
ears.  Phil,  whose  first  motive  was  only  that  of  curiousity 
about  the  girl  who  had  written  him  the  letter,  was  now 
determined  to  dance  with  her,  with  his  own  interests  in 
view.  And  when  Phil  Kane  was  interested  that  was  news! 
With  this  thought  in  mind,  he  tapped  Margie’s  current 
partner. 

“You  chose  an  appropriate  piece,”  said  Margie,  archly, 
as  the  crooner  put  a new  twist  to  the  last  seasons  tune, 
Looks  Like  Fm  Breakin ’ the  Ice. 

“Aw,  don't  rub  it  in,”  begged  Phil.  “I  guess  I’m  the 
world’s  worst  sucker.  But  how  was  I to  suspect  the 
‘surprise  package’  behind  the  note?  And,  beside,”  he  lied 
on  second  thought,  “I  already  had  a date.” 

“Oh,  you  really  needn't  apologize,  Mr.  Kane.  You  see, 
one  reason  I made  you  my  ‘victim’  was  your  ‘rep’  for 
making  dates  at  the  last  minute — I supposed  you  wouldn’t 
already  have  made  one.  But,  then,  I guess  it  would  make 
one  feel  important — to  get  them  that  way,  I mean.” 

“Them  is  hard  words.  Miss,”  said  Phil,  with  an  attempt 
at  joking.  “ But  seriously,  just  to  prove  you're  wrong,  I’m 
asking  you  right  now  to  go  to  the  next  Delt  dance  with  me, 
a month  ahead  of  time.  Will  you  go?”  pleaded  Phil. 

“That’s  awfully  kind  of  you,”  granted  Margie. 

Just  then  Buzz  reclaimed  Margie,  who,  with  scarcely  a 
glance  back  at  Phil,  gave  all  her  attention  to  her  partner. 

“It’s  a shame  your  friend  has  such  an  inferiority  com- 
plex,” laughed  Margie,  and  dismissed  the  thought  of  Phil 
at  short  notice. 


“ The  management  doesn't  encourage  its  patrons  to  bean- 
shoot,  Mr.  Whittle.” 


“ To  hell  with  the  Bavarian  Alps!  I wish  l was  home  in 
O'Reilly’s  skatin'  rink.” 


“Are  you  having  a good  time,  Margie?”  asked  Buzz. 
"I've  been  biding  my  time  for  the  last  half-hour  to  dance 
with  you  again.” 

“Oh,  I'm  having  a lovely  time,  Buzz,  and  I owe  it  all  to 
you.  How  can  I ever  thank  you  enough?” 

“Thank  me? — Gosh!”  said  Buzz  feelingly,  and  held 
Margie’s  hand  a little  tighter.  To  the  strains  of  a waltz 
tune  and  dimmed  lights,  Buzz  gathered  courage. 

“I  guess  Phil’s  already  asked  you  to  our  dance  next 
month,”  he  began.  “That  is — I hope  not — But,  say, 
Margie,  would  you  go  with  me?” 

And  Margie,  with  a reassuring  smile  and  an  answering 
pressure  of  her  hand  in  his,  replied,  "I'd  love  to,  Buzz.” 

OPTIMISTS 

Freshman — goes  to  class  with  two  sharpened  pencils. 

Sophomore — goes  to  class  with  one  sharpened  pencil. 

Junior — goes  to  class  with  pencil. 

Senior — goes  to  class. 


Sign  at  library:  Only  low  talk  permitted  here. 

— Humorist. 
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“ Is  there  a doctor  in  the  house?” 


Octopus 


We  hear  that  Professor  Waite  sent 
up  a troupe  of  trained  hens  to  Major 
Bowes’  Program,  and  that  they  are 
laying  them  in  the  aisles  in  New  York. 

SONG-HIT  SURVEY 
( Continued  from  page  19) 

Their  playing  today  brings  a thrill  to 
some  for  the  memories  that  accompany 
them,  but  to  most  of  us  they  bring  only 
a weariness  that  amounts  to  nausea,  so 
often  have  we  heard  them.  But  there 
is  another  set  of  “popular”  songs, 
which,  because  of  their  more  subtle 
rhythms  and  verses,  or  because  of  a 
lack  of  network  plugging  did  not 
receive  the  success  that  was  the  other’s 
and  so  we  would  like  to  list  the  follow- 
ing, which  we  believe  to  be  the  ten  best 
songs  of  last  year: 

Mad  About  The  Boy. 

The  Gentleman  Obviously  Doesn't 
Believe. 

Why  Do  Stars  Come  Out  At  Night? 

Easy  To  Remember. 

You've  Got  To  Have  .4  College 
Education . 

Why  Shouldn't  I. 

Thunder  Over  Paradise. 

Thrilled. 

Em  Going  To  Sit  Right  Down  and 
Write  Myself  A Letter. 

T rucking. 

The  year’s  best  lyrics  were  those  of 
The  Gentleman  Obviously  Doesn't  Be- 
lieve. The  year’s  worst  rhyme  was  the 
following:  “Just  so  you  could  get  a 

thrill,  you  put  me  on  a pedestal,”  from 
You  Let  Me  Down.  The  year’s  favorite 
bands  w ith  college  students  were,  if  wre 
can  judge  from  the  number  of  schools 
at  which  they  played,  Hal  Kemp  and 
the  inevitable  Glen  Gray.  The  year’s 
biggest  orchestral  flop,  it  is  said,  wras 
Ray  Noble.  And  the  song  that  really 
was  the  best  of  the  year  wras  one  that 
achieved  popularity  several  years  ago 
and  that  has  proved  itself  to  be  far  and 
away  the  best  “popular”  song  ever 
written.  This  song  is,  of  course, 
despite  contrary  claims  in  favor  of 
Stardust,  Cole  Porter’s  Night  and  Day. 
(i Continued  on  page  22) 


That’s  a swell  rooting  section  they 
have  at  that  college. 

What  makes  it  so  good? 

Oh,  they  give  all  the  rooters  a 
cheering  drink. 

Of  what? 

Don’t  be  dumb.  Root  beer,  of 
course. 

Housewife  (to  garbage  man):  “Am 
I too  late  for  the  garbage?” 

Garbage  Man:  “No  Ma'am,  jump 
right  in.” 


A dillar,  a dollar 
A ten  o'clock  scholar. 

What  makes  you  come  so  soon. 
You  used  to  come  at  nine  o’clock, 
But  now  you  have  Dr.  \ ollbreeht 
Fourth  period  and  I can’t  say 
That  I blame  you. 


Roses  are  red, 

Violets  are  blue. 

Sugar  is  sweet : 

So  why  does  Hunt  run  around  with 
Dolan? 


Twenty -two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


TERRAPIN  INN 

(Next  to  A O II  House) 

Full  Course  Steak  Dinners 

55  c 

DELICIOUS  SANDWICHES 
Deliveries  anytime,  no  extra  cost 
Phone  Berwyn  370 

WE  NOMINATE— 

{Continued  from  page  1) 

old  lady  . . . declared  . . . “ We  wouldn’t  know  what  to  do 
with  her  if  we  won.” 

• ANN  CARVER  . . . Timid  . . . Miss  Maryland  in 
1935  . . . born  under  Zodiac  sign  of  Pithus  or  Smoked 
salmon  . . . strongly  influenced  by  . . . love  . . . corned  beef 
hash  . . . other  mysteries  . . . very  thoughtful  and  kind  . . . 
family  likewise  . . . uncle  took  his  mother  to  poor  house  in 
Rolls-Royce  . . . believes  it  unwise  to  marry  on  any  day 
ending  in  ay  . . . chosen  Miss  Maryland  because  of  ‘‘her 
classical  beauty”  . . . likes  mountain  climbing  . . . secret 
ambition  is  to  work  in  tomato  cannery  . . . Bouquets  for 
always  being  effervescent  . . . Brickbats  for  being  too 
effervescent. 

SONG-HIT  SURVEY 

{Continued  from  page  21) 

It  is  difficult  even  at  this  late  date  to  make  any  predic- 
tion as  to  the  popularity  of  coming  pieces.  But  if  the 
following  songs  are  not  given  their  fair  share  of  attention 
by  Oliver  Naylor  at  the  Calvert  Cotillion,  it’s  not  because 
they  don’t  deserve  it:  Just  Once  Around  The  Clock , 

Cm  Putting  All  My  Eggs  in  One  Basket,  Life  Begins  At 
Sweet  Sixteen,  and  In  a Little  Rendezvous  in  Honolulu. 

A bank  is  an  institution  where  you  can  borrow  money  if 
you  can  present  sufficient  evidence  to  show  that  you  don't 
need  it. 

— St.  Louis  Star-Times. 


Advice  to  Freshmen : Send  your  clothes  to  the  Student 

Laundry  and  get  to  know  the  names  of  the  fellows  in 
your  class. 

— Kansas  Sour  Owl. 


DRAMA  CHATTER 

{Continued  from  page  16) 

■ ■ MINUTE  REVIEWS  OF  THE  NEW  PLAYS: 

Libel.  Yes,  it’s  a mystery  and  it’s  good  as  mystery  goes. 
Colin  Clive,  a fine  actor  when  he  isn’t  given  leftover  parts 
that  no  one  else  wants  in  Hollywood,  is  his  natural  self 
they  tell  me. 

Russet  Mantle.  Another  of  those  “propaganda  and 
comedy  mixed  up  admirably”  pieces  from  U.  S.  S.  R. 
Yes,  it’s  about  Soviets,  but  thank  heavens  you  forget 
them  in  the  comedy  of  it  all. 

May  Wine.  A new  kind  of  musical  play,  with  “alternat- 
ing” chorus,  and  all  about  “Old  Vienna,”  I think.  It  gets 
luke-warm  receptions  by  New  York  critics,  even  if  it  does 
have  Romberg’s  latest  melodies. 

Call  It  a Day.  Well,  it’s  all  about  this  here  fellow  from 
a fine  family,  though  gentile,  and  he  goes  and  does — oh 
well,  call  it  a day. 

“Melvin  . . . Mel-VIN!” 

“Huh,  Ma?” 

“Are  you  expectorating  in  the  goldfish  bowl?” 

“No,  but  I been  coming  pretty  close.” 

— Pelican. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Life  Savers 

★ 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here's  a prize  contest  where  your  funny-bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane  wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  is 
reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


AROUND  THE  HILL 


{Continued  from  page  15) 


of  the  zone  defense  at  bagatelle,  and  he  gets  mah  po'  li'l 
blonde  head  all  in  a whirl.  On  the  campus,  he  seems  as 
interested  in  me  as  he  might  be  in  the  Sanskrit  translation 
of  Confucius’  theology  . . . but  on  weekend  nights — oh 
my!  . . . 

My  problem  is  this:  how  can  I make  something  other 
than  an  athletic  time-table  out  of  mah  dahlin’s  brain,  and 
at  the  same  time,  get  him  to  give  me  a second  glance  in 
the  daytime? 

Sincerely, 


— Angel. 


Dear  Angel: 


Lady,  when  you  say  you  love  an  athlete,  that's  a con- 
fession. This  is  a lovelorn  column. 

Trying  to  graft  a real  honest -to-goodness  normal  brain 
and  natural  attitude  towards  things  into  an  athlete  is  like 
polishing  brass  monkeys  with  floor-wax  in  the  hope  of 
Aladin’s  genii  appearing.  Two-bit  perfume,  “Through 
The  Tortoise  Shells,”  and  a seedy-looking  cravat  on 
Saturday  nights  is  the  furthest  along  the  road  to  culture 
you  can  hope  to  drag  him,  kicking. 

As  for  this  “second  glance”  stuff  . . . why  don't  you  get 
yourself  a real  man  . . . like  a Phi  Delt  or  something?  I 
can  fix  you  up  with  Litschert  for  their  annual  Spinster 
Skip. 


You  are  always  welcome  at 


HYATTSVILLE  MARYLAND 

Phone  GReenwood  1415 


O-H  BOY/  WILD 


crerry/ 

% 


Homes  # Homesites 

CALVERT  HILLS  SECTION 

College  Park,  Maryland 
By: 

College  Park  Building  Corporation 

R.  M.  WATKINS,  President 


REAL  MEXICAN  FOOD! 

Chile  Con  Carne 15«f 

Enchiladas,  order  of  3 25i 

All-steak  hamburger,  fried  in  butter  . 10c 

REAL  MEXICAN  DINNER  . . . . 50e 
Orders  to  take  out— fine  service — give  us  a try! 

OLD  MEXICO  INN 

914  Baltimore  Boulevard 
Hyattsville  Hyattsville  789 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


H>tanbarb 

Cngrabtng 

Company 

El 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 

El 

Printcraft  Building 
930  H Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


BOOKS 

{Continued  from  page  17) 

The  Mutiny  on  the  Bounty  was  such 
an  excellent  source  of  salable  material 
that  the  authors  have  continued  the 
story  in  The  Hurricane  (Charles  Nord- 
lioff),  which  was  serialized  in  the 
Saturday  Evening  Post  and  is  now 
busily  ringing  up  the  cash  registers  in 
book  stores. 

Those  who  enjoyed  the  quiet  smooth 
writing  in  Feuchtwanger’s  historical 
novel  Josephus  of  a few  years  ago  will 
find  an  able  successor  in  The  Jew  of 
Rome , which  continues  the  life  of  that 
adventurous  historian,  Josephus.  Feu- 
chtwanger  has  the  rare  knack  of 
making  ancient  Rome  of  the  first 
century  seem  probable. 

Political  prognosticators  are  wonder- 
ing if  the  fact  that  Warburg’s  Hell  Bent 
for  Election  is  the  fastest  selling  book 
in  Philadelphia  means  anything. 


FOR  ALL  THE 
| “EXTRAS”  | 
IN  FOODS  .... 


EXTRA  QUALITY! 
EXTRA  SERVICE! 
EXTRA  VALUES! 


I Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc.  | 

Hyattsville  - Riverdale 

| PHONES:  PHONES:  | 

|j  Hyattsville  Hyattsville  J 

1 201-202  381-382  1 

ml 


4 Ford  Beauty  is 
Lasting  Beauty 


Billhimer-Palmer 
Motor  Co. 


Authorized  M 
Ford  Dealers 


7 Spencer  St.  Hyattsville 


Greenwood  2057 


You’ll  make  your 
'Eight -Twenties”  with  a 

SCHICK 
DRY  SIIAVEK 

A time  saver  if  ever  there  was  one. 
No  brush,  no  soap,  no  water,  no 
blades.  Just  plug  in  and  start  shav- 
ing. And  it  won’t  cut  or  irritate 
your  skin.  Mail  orders  filled.  $15. 

HOCHSCHILD 
K OII.\  & CO. 


Your  lle|ire§entative 
in  Washington  • • • 

Maryland  students  look  upon  The  Willard  in  Washington  as  “collegiate 
headquarters".  They  know  The  Willard  represents  Varsity  ideals — good 
fellowship,  hospitality,  a warm  serviceable  spirit.  When  you're  in  town 
drop  in  at  these  convenient  Willard  rooms. 

COFFEE  SHOP 

Popular  Priced  Food  Specialties 

WILLARD  FORAER  ROOM  ROI  AD  RORLA 

Exclusive  conversation  room  for  ladies  IMeil’s  Orill 

and  gentlemen  Cozy  Men's  Rally  Room 

WILLARD  HOTEL 

14th  & Pennsylvania  Avenue  Washington,  D.  C. 

H.  P.  SOMERVILLE,  Managing  Director 


Mingle  with  the 
celebrities  at 
The  Willard 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  “OLD  LINE" 


My  writiri s got  me  in  a jam 
My  profs  don't  know  how  smart  I am 
I'll  remedy  this  condition  deplorable 
I'll  buy  an  Underwood  Champion  Portable. 

Smart  student — will  get  more  work 
done  neater,  faster  and  have  more 
time  for  fun. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 
Company 

Room  228  Homer  Bldg.,  13th  and  F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Sales  and  Service  Everywhere 


Camels 


NEVER  GET 
ON  YOUR  NERVES !" 


e 1936.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co. 


| CAPTURES 


THAT  SHOULD 
BE  STRONG 
ENOUGH  TO 
HOLD  THEM 


elephants; 

says  ' 
buck, 

gM  "IN  ORDER  TO 
U get  THE  OWE! 

wmtted.  FIRST, 
f iS  WE  BUI  IT  AN 
/.  ' 8'ACRE  KRAAL- 


THE  ONE  I WANT 
IS  IN  THAT  HERD 


I GO  GET 
BEATERS 


SMOKE?  YOU  BET- 

CAMELS' 

THEY  ARE  SO  MILD 
THEY  NEVER  GET  MY 
WIND  OR  UPSET  MY 
NERVES-AND  WHAT 
A SWELL  TASTE  !" 


/ whew!  that  was 
A JOB  - HERE'S 
§g\  WHERE  I SMOKE 
: A CAMEL 


"THE  ENRAGED  HERD,  MADDENED 
BY  THE  NOISE, THUNDERS  BLINDLY 
INTO  THE  KRAAL-" 


'AT  A SIGNAL  THE  ELEPHANTS  ARE 
STAMPEDED  TOWARD  THE  TRAP" 


you'll  like  their  mildness  too! 


"Camels  are  so  mild 

"Camels  have  such 

they  never  jangle  my 

a mild  flavor.  And, 

nerves  or  cut  my 

no  matter  how  many 

1 wind.  And  Camels 

I smoke,  Camels 

j us  t can’ t be  beaten  for 

never  throw  my 

smooth,  rich  flavor!’’ 

nerves  out  of  tune.” 

ALLAN  M.  CRAIG,  Jr. 

MRS.  R.  W.  SAYLES 

Salesman 

Housewife 

TUNE  IN! 


CAMEL  CARAVAN  WITH  WALTER  O’KEEFE  • DEANE 
JANIS  • TED  HUSING  • GLEN  GRAY  AND  THE 
CASA  LOMA  ORCHESTRA  • Tuesday  and  Thursday  — 9 p.m. 
E.  S.  T.,  8 p.  m.  C.  S.T.,  9:30  p.  m.  M.  S.T.,  and  8:30  p.  m.  P.  S.T.  — over  WABC-Columbia  Network. 


>/ 7SYY)C ; 


/ 


• Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
— Turkish  and  Domestic — than  any  other  popular  brand. 


( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 
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Number 
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COSTLIER 

TOBACCOS! 


Camels  are  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS  -Turkish 
and  Domestic  — than  any 
other  popular  brand. 


Smoking  Camels  assists  digestion  to  proceed  normally 
and  promotes  well-being  and  good  feeling 


We  live  in  high  gear!  All  too  often  the  rush  and  tension 
play  havoc  with  nerves  and  the  digestive  system.  How  can 
one  offset  the  effects  of  modern  living — that’s  the  problem! 
Here  is  an  interesting,  established  fact:  Smoking  Camels  has 
been  found  a definite  benefit  in  promoting  natural  digestive  action. 

Camels  are  supremely  mild  — never  get  on  the  nerves. 
Enjoy  Camels  as  much  as  you  like... for  their  good  cheer 
and  "lift”. ..for  their  rare  and  delicate  flavor!  Smoke  Camel's 
costlier  tobaccos  for  digestion's  sake — they  set  you  right! 


"I  EAT  IN  30  minutes 
— and  a riveter  can't  be 
walking  around  with  in- 
digestion,” says  Harry 
Fisher.''SmokingCamels 
helps  my  digestion.” 


R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem, 


^6 


THE  TERRACED  MARINE  DINING  ROOM  of  the  Edgewater 
Beach  Hotel  on  Chicago’s  famous  "Gold  Coast.”  Those  who  dine 
on  tempting  foods  ...  at  leisure  . . . with  music  . . . and  gay  companion- 
ship . . . also  appreciate  Camels  for  their  aid  to  digestion.  Camels 
make  food  taste  better — help  you  to  enjoy  it  more.  "Good  times  and 
good  tobacco  go  together,”  says  Fred, 
maitre  d’ hotel  of  the  Marine  Dining 
Room,  favorite  rendezvous  of  Chicago’s 
exclusive  set.  "Here,  where  fine  foods  are 
prepared  and  served  for  those  who  like 
the  best — so  many  of  our  guests  smoke 
Camels.  They  are  immensely  popular.” 


snuP/ 


FEEDS  THOU- 
SANDS. Miss  Lenora 
Flinn,  dietitian,  says:  "I 
smoke  Camels.  Smoking 
Camels  during  meals 
and  after  aids  digestion.” 


T HE  OLD  LIN  E 


One 


We  Nominate... 

The  Old  Line’s  Hall  of  Fame 

By  Jerome  G.  Sacks,  Bart. 


May  I 'present  for  your  approval , Gentle  Header , the  persons 
who  have  gained  prominence  as  a result  of  recent  elections  and 
changes  of  regime.  Some  of  these  people  were  mere  nonenti- 
ties before  this  time,  some  still  are,  but  be  that,  as  it  may,  their 
names  shall  be  inscribed  in  a niche;  a niche  than  which  there 
is  no  more  honorable,  and  they  shall  be  glorified,  and  praised, 
and  their  names  shall  resist  the  rust  of  time!  Nunc  est 
bibendum! 

• MICIUAEL  LOM  HAH  DO  . . . PRES- 
IDENT MEN’S  LEAGUE  . . . UNOR- 
THODOX . . • known  to  his  friends  as  “Mike” . . . 
not  like  the  other  youngsters  of  the  campus,  doesn’t  spend 
much  time  at  teas  or  dinner  dances  ...  in  last  two  years 
has  become  one  of  the  University’s  champion  Whist 
players  . . . has  also  turned  to  painting  and  sculpting  . . . 
right  now  he’s  in  the  market  for  a farm  . . . wants  to  raise 
thoroughbred  jumping  horses  and  police  dogs  . . . his 
hands  and  not  his  face  have  brought  him  fame  . . . fighting- 
in  Cuba  earned  him  American  citizenship  . . . likes  to 
answer  foolish  questions  . . . entered  polities  because  his 
horoscope  informed  him  that  “he  would  someday  be 
President  of  the  United  States  of  America  ”...  got  started 
early  as  President  of  a society  interested  in  “studying 
Svarabhakti  as  a cause  of  accent  change  in  folk  Latin.” 

• JEAN  RARNSLEY  . . . PRESI- 
DENT WOMEN’S  LEAGUE  . . . 

EVANGELIST  • • • studying  Physical  Education 
to  enable  herself  to  teach  the  human  race  how  better  to 
live  . . . and  intends  to  really  teach  them  ...  is  the  human 
race  living  in  a Twilight  Age,  facing  extinction,  as  some 
alarmists  say?”  . . . Miss  Barnsley  says  not  if  they  do  their 
“daily  dozen  regularly  and  Sunday”  . . . says  that  not 
enough  of  present  day  people  have  curly  skin  and  that 
“too  many  brush  their  teeth  before  getting  up  in  the 
morning;  consequently  they  are  old  for  their  age”  . . . 
believes  that  if  execessive  imbibing  were  eradicated  our 
descendants  will  be  taller,  handsomer,  have  less  hair, 
fewer  teeth,  longer  noses  . . . her  own  diet  consists  of 
pellets  the  constituent  of  which  is  a definite  number  of 
calories  . . . she  is  single. 

• COLEMAN  HEADLEY  . . . VICE- 
PRESIDENT  S.G.A.  . . . FOOT- 
LOOSE . . • besides  dabbling  in  politics  ...  is  the 
“fastest  man  on  the  campus”  . . . when  six  . . . ran  around 
the  block  so  fast  bumped  into  his  own  back  . . . decided  to 
go  in  for  track  . . . but  has  decided  that  athletics  are 
merely  a sideline  . . . has  seriously  decided  to  make  many 


reforms  on  campus  . . . that  will  answer  the  demands  of  t lie 
students  . . . when  asked  about  the  possibilities  of  a 
swimming  pool  stated  . . . “that  since  so  many  students 
are  enthusiastically  interested  in  this  aquatic  art  I shall 
see  to  it  (personally)  that  each  student  has  a swimming 
pool  and  a bathing  suit  in  the  garage”  . . . but  when 
reminded  that  elections  were  over  . . . retracted  his  state- 
ment . . . and  said  he  would  see  about  a new  flag-pole  . . . 
if  someone  will  saw  the  present  one  down  . . . hinted  that 
he  would  do  it  for  a consideration  . . . knits  all  his  own 
socks  . . . pet  aversion  is  “smart  guys”  who  throw  peanuts 
into  monkey  cages  . . . and  stones  at  lions  in  zoo  . . . has  a 
yen  to  settle  down  as  a manager  of  his  own  tea  room. 

• FLORA  WALDMAN  . . . SEC  “V. 

TREAS.  S.G.A.-PRES.  Y.W.C.A 

IMPORTANT  . all  activities  of  University 
center  about  her  . . . has  school  at  heart  and  when  she 
orders  something  done  . . . and  if  it  is  not  . . . gets  out  and 
does  it  herself  . . . recently  seen  gathering  paper  and  refuse 
behind  Morrill  Hall  . . . janitor  taken  sick  . . . sincere  and 
believes  in  preciseness  . . . made  an  appointment  to  meet 
a friend  at  certain  time  . . . two  months  from  date  . . . she 
wasn't  there  either  ...  is  prime  leader  in  movement  to 
make  Maryland  a segregated  institution  . . . for  females  . . 
declares  that  “you  gentlemen  demand  such  items  as  a 
swimming  pool,  but  we  young  ladies  would  get  out  and 
build  one  . . . this  statement  also  was  retracted  . . . after 
information  that  the  election  was  over  . . . has  world’s 
biggest  wardrobe  . . . could  change  clothes  50,000  times  a 
day  and  still  have  something  different  to  wear  . . . bouquet 
for  having  the  hobby  of  having  pests  for  pets  . . . feeds 
stray  scorpions  and  worms  . . . likes  to  watch  tarantulas 
make  a meal  of  the  roaches  . . . likes  spiders  but  praying 
mantises  are  her  favorite. 

• J.  RELL  von  RIVERDALE  el  la 
PYKE  JOHNSON  . . . MNGNG.  EDI- 
TOR . . . EDITOR  OLD  LINE  . . . 
INSEPAHAHLE . . . as  two  peas  in  the  prover- 
bial pod  . . . laugh  at  same  jokes  . . . tell  same  stories  . . . 
like  same  food  . . . girls  . . . et  cetera  . . . ambitions  are  to 
develop  sense  of  humor  . . . have  merely  a platonic  friend- 
ship between  them  . . . this  to  disagree  with  popular 
fallacies  . . . shower  compliments  unstintingly  on  each 
other  . . . Bell  believes  Johnson  a Wordsworth  and  writes 
of  him  in  a Coleridgian  manner  ...  he  says  “in  Mr. 
Johnson’s  writings  I find  an  undue  predilection  for  the 

{Continued  on  page  23) 


THE  OLD  LINE 
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WRONG  NUMBER 

A young  lady  was  called  out  of  bed  one  morning  at 
.5  a.m.  The  following  dialogue  ensued: 

Voice:  “Hello!” 

Lady:  “Hello.” 

Voice:  “How  are  you  this  morning?” 

Lady:  “All  right.” 

Voice:  “Then  I guess  I must  have  the  wrong  number.” 


Don’t! 

John,  stop! 

Shut  up! 

But  you’re  tearing  my  dress. 

Still  vainly  he  attempted  . . . 

To  fasten  her  corsage. 

—Ski-U -Mali. 


“What  kinda  guy  is  your  roommate?” 

“Well  last  night  he  hit  his  shins  on  a chair  and  said, 
‘Oh,  the  perversity  of  inanimate  objects’.” 


“Why  is  kissing  like  creation?” 

“Because  it  is  made  out  of  nothing  and  pronounced 
good.” 

— Pointer. 


W1  len  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder 
1 may  find  with  deep  remorse. 

True  to  form  again,  I have  been 

Dropped  completely  from  the  course. 

—Dodo. 


You  may  be  trying  to  figure  out  what  she’ll  do  if  you 
kiss  her,  but  she’s  probably  trying  to  decide  what  she'll 
do  if  you  don’t. 

— Syracusan. 


Bare  knees  are  a luxury. 

Why? 

Try  to  get  hold  of  one  sometime. 

— Widow. 


Where  are  you  doing  your  skating  this  winter? 

About  the  same  place  I used  to  do  my  horseback  riding 
last  summer. 
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• SPRING 

WE  were  taken  to  task  recently 
by  a fellow  columnist  for  pre- 
suming to  comment  on  the  fact  that 
Spring  had  arrived  on  the  Maryland 
campus.  We  were  told  that  our  state- 
ment was  “a  shamefaced  lie,”  and 
further  informed  that  Spring  in  College 
Park  is  merely  “the  transition  between 
the  muddy  stage  and  the  dusty  stage.” 
Much  as  it  pains  us  to  lower  our 
dignity  to  reply  to  such  a charge,  we 
find  it  our  sacred  duty  to  point  out  our 
fellow’s  mistake.  And  in  so  doing,  we 
are  reminded  of  the  little  girl  who  wrote 
the  New  York  Sun  saying  that  her 
friends  had  told  her  there  was  no 
Santa  Claus.  And  like  the  Sun 
editorial  writer  who  showed  the  errors 
of  these  children  we  shall  endeavour 
to  prove  that  there  is  a real,  a definite 
Spring. 

Spring  is  not  just  the  change  from 
mud  to  dust.  It  is  not  even  the  change 
from  red  flannels  to  shorts.  It  is  not 
“a  wheeze,  cough,  rasp,  or  ache.”  All 
these  are  part  of  Spring,  but  they 
belong  to  the  Spring  the  outside  world 
knows.  Here  in  our  little  academic 
Grove  we  have  our  own  special  Spring 
that  is  far  more  intimate,  more  personal 
than  any  Spring  the  outside  can  offer. 

Spring  in  College  Park  is  parents 
visiting  the  campus  and  dutifully 
admiring  the  wonders  of  the  dorms, 
the  Library,  and  the  Coliseum.  It  is 
Doctor  House  in  white  tennis  shoes. 
It  is  lacrosse  and  baseball  and  track. 
It  is  gazing  blankly  out  of  classroom 
windows.  It  is  Jean  Barnsley  with  a 
visiting  athlete  on  each  arm. 


Spring  in  College  Park  is  the  re- 
discovery of  the  parking  lots.  It  is 
fraternity  men  tossing  a baseball  back 
and  forth  before  admiring  coeds.  It 
is  Jeanne  Solliday  in  blue  and  white. 
It  is  Zoology  field  trips.  It  is  effusions 
such  as  this. 

1 1 Spring  in  College  Park  is  the  deser- 
tion of  the  ash  cans  for  the  Library 
steps.  It  is  extended  order  on  the  drill 
field.  It  is  decrease  in  class  attendance, 
particularly  in  the  afternoon.  Above 
all  it  is  that  sudden,  inexplicable 
vacuum  in  the  pit  of  the  stomach,  a 
tightening  of  the  heart  strings,  and  a 


strange  desire  or  longing  that  is  all  the 
more  real  because  it  is  only  half- 
comprehended. 

No  Spring  in  College  Park!  As  well 
say  there  is  no  stork,  no  ghosts,  no 
Student  Government.  For  as  surely 
as  these  exist,  as  long  as  Santa  Claus, 
the  Easter  Rabbit,  and  polit ical  parties 
continue  to  spread  happiness  through- 
out the  world,  there  is,  and  always  will 
be,  a Spring  in  College  Park. 


• ORCHESTRA 

The  following  story  is  dedicated 
for  no  particular  reason — to  the  officers 
of  the  Rossbourg  Club.  It  concerns 
the  students  of  a small  high  school 
somewhere  up  in  Massachusetts  who 
were  planning  to  put  on  a rather  large 
dance.  Naturally,  they  wished  to  have 
an  orchestra  that  would  add  luster  to 
the  occasion,  but,  like  so  many  other 
high  schools — and  colleges — they  were 
faced  with  a rather  definite  shortage  of 
the  exchequer.  So  they  figured  up  just 
how  much  money  they  could  afford  to 
spend,  and  then  sent  a telegram  to 
Guy  Lombardo  asking  him  how  many 
pieces  he  would  send  them  for  two 
hundred  dollars.  The  next  week  they 
received  an  answer  from  the  band: 
“For  two  hundred  dollars  we  can  send 
you  one  piccolo  player  and  six  pieces 
of  music.” 

• ELECTION 

If  we  were  that  obnoxious  sort  of 
person  who  delights  in  drawing  morals, 
we  might  be  able  to  concoct  an  inter- 
esting fable  from  a side-light  on  the 
recent  elections.  In  the  primary 
voting  a men’s  ballot  containing  four- 
teen names — among  them  some  of  the 
campus  leading  lights — was  returned 
unchecked.  At  the  bottom  was  a 
comment  which  seems  to  summarize 
extremely  well  the  attitude  of  too 
many  Maryland  students  towards 
campus  affairs.  The  student  had 
written  merely  “Who  are  they?” 

{Continued  on  page  16) 
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The  following  story  was  told  to  us  by  a student  who  got 
it  from  a man  in  Boston.  Knowing  the  reputation  that 
men  from  Boston  have,  we  simply  state,  that  despite  his 
claim,  the  story  may  or  may  not  be  original. 

“There  were  three  men  waiting  for  a train  in  the 
Pennsylvania  station.  To  kill  time  they  went  down  into 
the  basement  to  the  bar  for  a drink  or  two  (you  know  how 
those  things  are).  All  of  a sudden  one  of  the  men  looked 
at  his  watch,  saw  that  the  train  was  about  to  leave,  and 
giving  a yell  he  bounded  up  the  stairs,  followed  by  the 
other  two.  Just  as  they  reached  the  tracks  they  saw  the 
train  disappearing  around  the  bend. 

“Rather  dejected  at  missing  the  train,  they  went  down 
into  the  bar  again  for  a few  more  bracers.  Again  they 
looked  at  their  watches,  discovered  that  the  next  train  was 
just  due  to  leave,  and  once  more  raced  out  to  the  tracks. 
The  train  was  just  pulling  out  of  the  station.  All  of  them 
gave  a shout  and  tore  after  it.  Two  of  them  just  managed 
to  climb  onto  the  last  car,  but  the  third  man  slipped  and 
fell  on  his  face.  But  instead  of  feeling  hurt  he  just  lay  in 
the  dirt  and  cinders  and  rolled  around  with  laughter.  A 
red  cap  ran  over  to  pick  him  up,  and  astonished  somwhat 
at  the  third  man's  actions,  he  said,  'What're  you  laughing 
about?  You  missed  your  train,  didn't  you’?” 

‘“Yah,'  the  third  man  managed  to  get  out  in  between 
his  laughter,  ‘but  the  other  two  men  just  came  down  to  see 
me  off'.” 

— Jack  O' Lantern. 


Tourist  (to  Indian  in  heart  of  reservation) : “ White  man 
glad  to  see  red  man.  White  hope  big  chief  feel  tip-top  this 
morning.” 

Indian  (calling):  “Hey  Jake,  come  here  and  listen  to 

this  bozo.  He’s  great.” 

— Log. 


It  doesn't  breathe; 

It  doesn't  smell; 

It  doesn’t  feel 
So  very  well. 

I am  discouraged 
W it  h my  nose 
The  only  thing  it 
Does  is  blows. 

— Bee. 


The  lipstick  that  will  never  wear  off  is  one  that  is 
scented  with  garlic. 


“Did  you  give  your  daughter  that  copy  of  What  Ever)/ 
Girl  Should  Know?" 

“Yes,”  replied  the  mother,  “and  she's  written  the 
author,  suggesting  a couple  dozen  corrections  and  the 
addition  of  two  new  chapters.” 


EX-STATIC 
(An  Acrostic) 

Whoever  trailed  those  lovely  silver  strands 
High  over  quiet  hills;  and  never  saw 
All  that  which  one  called  fire  . . . 

This  all  will  end! 

Then  he  who  stole  my  flower  tree 
He  did  not  find  the  gold  hid  far  below — 
Ever  was  of  useless  mien 

However,  which  it  was, 

Else  not  again  . . . 

Love  will  not  die,  he  sighs  in  vain — 

Lest  that  North  wind  soon  will  howl  again. 


What  was  the  explosion  on  Si’s  farm? 

He  fed  his  chickens  some  “lay  or  bust”  feed  and  one  of 
them  was  a rooster. 

— Griffin. 


“ Check  your  coat?" 


Octopus 


o 
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(IIow  high  is  your  campus  I . Q.Y  The  following  set  of  questions  is  designed  to 
enable  you  to  determine  your  rating.  Check  the  correct  answer  to  each  question , 
and  then  turn  to  page  2^.) 

RATINGS  7.  “The  Line  of  least  resistance”  is: 


10.  Freshman 

13 . . Sophomore 

15  .Junior 

IS . .Senior 

'-JO Prevaricator 

1.  The  bust  over  the  door  of  Morril  Hall  is  of: 

Dr.  Truitt. 

Imitation  marble. 

Dean  Spence. 

Senator  Morrill. 

Dr.  Newcombe. 

2.  The  stone  medallion  over  the  entrance  to  the  Library 

contains  a pict  ure  of : 

The  Freshman-Sophomore  struggle. 

Mr.  Fogg. 

Fay  Reuling’s  horse. 

The  Library. 

The  College  gates. 

3.  The  vice-president  of  the  Senior  Class  is: 

Sam  Leishear. 

John  N.  Garner. 

In  love. 

The  Forgotten  Man. 

Selby  Frank. 

4.  The  bronze  plaque  on  the  west  wall  of  the  Library 

was  won  by: 

The  Debate  Club. 

The  Cattle  Judging  Team. 

The  Relay  Team. 

The  College  Park  Fire  Department. 

The  January  issue  of  the  Terrapin. 

5.  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma  is: 

A sorority. 

A Greek  phrase  meaning  “Abandon  hope  all  ye  who 
enter  here.” 

An  honorary  chemical  society. 

A disease. 

A charitable  institution. 

(*.  Engineers  wear  corduroy  pants: 

To  keep  their  shirt  tails  in. 

Because  the  Dean  ordered  them  to. 

Because  they  own  no  suits. 

To  keep  their  legs  warm. 


The  slogan  atop  the  New  Line. 

The  road  to  the  Dean's  office. 

The  Beltsville  trolley. 

A saying  of  Mike  Creese. 

The  motto  of  the  KD’s. 

<S.  Eight  animals  with  the  body  of  a lion,  wings  of  a bird, 
and  the  head  of  a woman  may  be  found  in: 

The  AOPi  house. 

The  Library. 

The  Chemistry  Building. 

The  Zoology  Lab. 

The  Terrapin  Inn. 

!).  Omicron  Delta  Kappa  is: 

A managers’  society. 

The  correct  name  for  the  Coed  Daydodgers’  League. 
A club  organized  to  sponsor  dances. 

An  honorary  leadership  fraternity. 

10.  One  of  the  following  does  not  have  an  elevator: 

Margaret  Brent  Hall. 

The  Delta  Sig  House. 

The  Horticulture  Building. 

1 1.  Pan-IIel  is  another  name  for: 

The  Maryland  Christian  Association. 

The  Inter-sorority  council. 

A Hagerstown  Bridge  Club. 

The  Dairy  and  Poultry  Society. 

12.  The  Footlight  Club  is: 

The  name  of  a breadless  ham  sandwich. 

A nightmare  for  Dr.  Hale. 

An  athletic  society. 

The  name  of  a flower. 

A dramatic  society. 

13.  The  “No  Bull”  column  in  the  Diamondbaclc  is  written 

by: 

The  College  of  Education. 

Dr.  House. 

Swede  Eppley. 

Dick  Hunt. 

Dean  Stamp. 

(Continued  on  page  lJf) 
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Tlie  Great  Turtlelrack  Mystery 

Jerri  Taxi , a Turtleback  scandal-sling er  disappears  before 
he  has  a chance  to  reveal  a startling  story.  Only  Philco  Pants, 
New  York's  ace  detective  is  able  to  solve  the  great  mystery. 


IT  was  a cold  foggy  morning,  early  March  and  Miss 
Fanny  Fugue,  of  the  editorial  staff  of  the  Turtleback 
knew  something  was  wrong  as  soon  as  she  stepped  her 
dainty  feet  into  the  office.  Furniture  was  upset,  a window 
was  broken,  and  papers  were  scattered  everywhere.  The 
only  evidence  of  life  was  Dick  Haunt,  the  resourceful 
editor,  who  was  walking  the  floor  and  tearing  out  his  black 
and  old  gold  hair  by  the  handful. 

“There’s  has  been  murder  done,”  he  moaned,  in  reply 
to  Miss  Fanny’s  surprised  question.”  Taxi,  our  scandal- 
slinging  columnist  was  to  meet  me  here  at  six  this  morning, 
with  a story  that  would  rock  the  place.  If  I had  only  been 
in  time!  but  I was  thirty  minutes  late  and  something 
dreadful  has  happened  to  him.  Read  this.”  From  a table 
he  picked  a torn  piece  of  paper  and  held  it  before  the 
woman  reporter’s  startled  eyes.  On  it  was  scrawl  which 
she  saw  was  undoubtly  Taxi's  handwriting. 

“It  got  me,  damn  it,  it  got  me,”  read  the  brief  text. 

“W1  latta  we  gonna  do,”  explained  the  excited  Fanny. 
“I’ve  already  done  it,”  Haunt  replied  rather  proudly. 
“Right  on  the  job,  I telephoned  Philco  Pants,  the  famous 
New  York  detective,  and  he  is  coming  at  once  by  airplane.” 
Suddenly  there  as  a humming,  droning  sound  outside. 
They  rushed  to  the  window. 

“Thank  God,  there  he  is  now,”  exclaimed  the  frantic 
editor. 

The  plane  swooped  gracefully  to  the  ground,  making  a 
perfect  landing  on  the  lawn  outside  the  Turtleback'  f;  front 
door.  Two  men  and  the  pilot  stepped  from  the  plane. 
The  one,  tall  and  graceful  with  a lofty  brow  and  curling 
black  hair,  was  undoubtedly  the  famous  artist-detective, 
lie  came  forward  with  a sweeping  bow,  and  introduced  his 
older  and  more  stolid  companion. 

“This,”  he  said,  “Is  Gilbert  Gilhooley,  New  York’s 
efficient  Commissioner  of  Police.  Our  pilot  is  none  other 
than  Sergeant  Reef,  one  of  Manhattan’s  finest  speciments 
of  the  genus  flatfoot,  who  always  pilots  me  when  I am  on 
an  important  case.” 

The  little  party  returned  to  the  editorial  office  of  the 
Turtleback.  A crowd  of  curiosity  seekers  was  gathering 
and  Philco  stationed  Sergeant  Reef  at  the  front  door  to 
keep  out  the  mob.  Rriefly  Haunt  recited  the  facts  to  the 
famous  detective  so  far  as  he  knew  them  and  Pants 
rapidly  made  a survey  of  the  room,  examining  the  floor  for 
possible  finger  prints,  with  a magnifying  glass  which  he 
pulled  from  his  pocket. 

“Do  you  know  the  last  person  to  whom  Taxi  talked 


before  leaving  the  office  last  night?”  Philco  queried. 

“Yes,”  said  Fanny  eagerly,  "It  was  Senator  Rullfinch 
at  his  office  in  the  Capitol.  I heard  Haunt  say,  ‘I'll  get 
you.  Senator,  and  I’ll  get  him,  if  it’s  the  last  thing  I do’.” 

“Interesting  by  jove,  eh,  Gilbert,”  was  Philco’s  only 
comment  as  he  strode  to  the  wall  and  examined  intently  a 
calendar  hanging  there.  The  illustration  on  the  calendar 
was  an  Egyptian  scene.  A purple  pyramid  with  a pink 
moon  coming  over  the  top,  and  a number  of  green  camels 
chewing  the  yellow  sand  in  a brown  field  nearby. 

“Here’s  something  interesting  too,”  Pants  continued. 
A piece  of  genuine  Egyptian  art.  A copy  of  a painting  by 
Goona  Gin  in  the  reign  of  Pharoah  the  Fourteenth,  about 
1700  R.  C.” 

“Rut  let’s  get  back  to  the  case,”  explained  the  Police 
Commissioner  impatiently.  "This  is  no  time  for  a dis- 
cussion on  Egyptian  art,  Philco.” 

“Yet  I’m  on  the  case,  my  dear  commissioner,”  replied 
the  famous  detective.  “Interesting  as  the  art  calendar  is, 
there  is  something  more  engaging  written  on  the  wall  about 
an  inch  below  it.” 

The  group  rushed  eagerly  forward,  and  saw  scrawled  on 
the  wall,  in  lead  pencil  the  slogan,  “Anaeostia,  six  thou- 
sand, Grogans.” 

“A  telephone  number  undoubtedly,”  said  Philco.  “And 
if  you  will  look  in  the  telephone  directory  under  night 
clubs  you  will  find  that  Grogan’s  is  one  of  the  busiest 
places  in  Washington.” 

“The  case  is  now  clear  to  me,  Gentlemen.  Taxi  was 
about  to  write  an  editorial  which  would  shatter  the 
reputation  of  Senator  Rullfinch.  The  ruffians  came  early 
this  morning,  kidnapped  him,  and  took  him  to  Grogan’s. 
He  put  up  a terrific  fight  as  the  disarrangement  of  the 
room  shows.  During  the  melee  he  managed  to  write  a 
note  which  he  left  on  the  table,  and  so  scrawl  on  the  wall 
the  name  and  telephone  number  of  the  place  where  they 
were  taking  him.  There  is  a similar  case  in  Professor  Hans 
Klapper’s  monumental  work  on  “Krimnal  Kidnappings.” 
We  must  hurry  if  we  are  to  prevent  another  foul  crime. 
Sergeant  Reef,  crank  up  the  airplane.” 

“To  Grogans,”  called  out  Pants  as  he  got  in  the  cockpit 
with  the  Commissioner. 

A few  minutes  later  the  plane  made  a perfect  three  point 
landing  on  the  beautiful  Anaeostia  flats.  The  police 
officials  made  way  towards  an  old  brick  building  and 
knocked  loudly  on  the  door. 

(' Continued  on  page  22) 
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. . . Presenting  for  the  first  time  on  this  campus  this  year,  straight  dirt, 
dished  up  without  either  philosophical  garnish  or  nostalgic  gravy. 


JERRY  TAX,  who  usually  writes  this  column,  has  gone 
off  on  another  tangent  somewhere,  and  therefore  to 
gratify  The  Old  Line,  somebody  must  write  Around  the 
Hill  by  3 p.m.  today.  And  that  is  why  a different  by-line 
heads  this  erstwhile  “Philosopher’s  Corner." 

Recently  the  Diamondback  began  a campaign  for  better 
student-faculty  relations.  It  is  pleasing  to  note  how  well 
Dr.  Meno  Spann  of  the  Modern  Language  Department  and 
Rita  DuBrow,  an  Arts  and  Sciences  Junior,  have  co- 
operated with  this  policy. 

Incidentally,  Herb  Brill  had  better  watch  his  step  or  he 
is  likely  to  find  that  the  wall  of  defense  he  has  built  up 
against  possible  feminine  onslaughts  may  be  broken 
through  after  four  years  of  inviolability.  Word  has  come 
from  number  one  stooge  that  the  glamorous  Fay  Reuling 
has  a great  admiration  for  woman-hater  Brill's  shapely 
legs,  especially  when  they  are  browned.  If  closer  examina- 
tion proves  Herbie  to  be  not  well  enough  browned  to  suit 
her  taste,  we  suggest  that  she  try  a little  of  that  Student- 
Faculty  cooperation  mentioned  above. 

Coleman  Headley  seems  to  have  worked  himself  into  a 
very  obtuse  triangle  with  two  of  the  sides  composed  of 
Gwen  Glynn  and  Freddie  Waldman,  respectively.  For  a 
while  it  appeared  as  though  the  newly-elected  vice- 
president  had  lost  his  head  over  the  bubbling  Gwen,  but 
now  that  the  heat  of  the  political  campaign  is  well  over, 
Freddie  seems  to  be  in  the  running  again. 

Marion  Parker  recently  attended  the  Theta  Chi  mothers’ 
bridge  gathering. 

It’s  surprising  that  AOPi  didn't  win  the  inter-sorority 
basketball  championship,  when  one  considers  all  the 
atmosphere  the  girls  receive  from  their  athletic  boy 
friends. 

Carlisle  Humelsine  is  another  man  who  likes  to  play 
with  fire.  Hummy  is  attempting  to  keep  three  women 
dangling  on  the  same  string,  and  probably  will  end  by 
stringing  himself  up.  Hagerstown  Mildred,  stray  Greek 
Dot,  or  Alpha  Xi  Mary:  better  make  up  your  mind  soon, 
son. 

They  used  to  say  that  Charlie  Keller  was  afraid  of 
women,  but  it  looks  now  as  though  he  is  batting  100  per 
cent  in  sad-eyed  Martha  Williamson's  league. 

Here's  a question  to  answer:  Why  were  Betty  Weaver, 


Carolyn  Vogt,  Becky  Fonts,  and  Katherine  Kenny 
campused  until  May  8? 

Here’s  a new  combination  that  looks  pretty  good,  Alice 
Sterling  and  Jay  Jones.  It  seems  to  be  the  real  thing. 
Then  again  it  may  only  lie  the  Spring  weather. 

And  that  reminds  me,  Spring  for  the  last  time  in  any 
column  has  definitely  arrived  in  College  Park.  Romances 
asleep  all  winter  are  beginning  to  flower  anew,  old  shackles 
are  being  torn  asunder,  and  the  young  man’s  fancy  is 
beginning  to  turn. 

Take,  for  instance,  the  recent  Stark-Smith  break-up. 
Their  romance  seemed  to  melt  with  the  snow,  but  it 
looks  now  as  though  it  were  sprouting  up  again  with  the 
Spring  buds. 

A combination  which  seems  almost  incomprehensible  is 
the  Bee  Crisp-Larry  Lutz  one.  The  cards  say  there  is 
hope  here  and  funnier  things  have  happened  . . . Pete 
Costello  and  Marty  Heaps  seem  pretty  well  settled  now, 
as  do  Dot  Stewart  and  Hal  Brannock  . . . Then  there's 
Pete  Pficffer  and  Bethesda  Nelly  . . . Bill  Guckeyson  is  the 
latest  aspirant  for  the  post  of  Crown  Prince  in  the  royal 
family,  and  Evelyn  seems  to  favor  his  candidacy  . . . 
An  interesting  couple  are  Eileen  Kellerman,  who  writes 
essays  and  wins  prizes  under  her  boy'  friend's  name,  and 
Fred  Denny. 

It  looks  as  though  Jean  Barnsley  will  have  to  purchase 
a filing  case  for  correspondence  if  many  more  teams  visit 
the  Park.  Jean  meets  a new  man  each  time  an  invading 
team  visits  the  campus,  and  each  one  to  date  has  started 
writing. 

John  Ilebb,  of  Fish  and  Rabbit  Fame,  had  Abroad  At 
Home  recently,  when  At  Home  Abroad  visited  Washington. 
But  now  that  the  person  in  question  has  left  town,  we 
suggest  keeping  an  eye  on  Johnnie  and  Bernice  Ellis. 


I'll  never  marry  a man  who  snores. 

Yes,  but  be  careful  how  you  find  out. 

— Purple  Parrot. 


“Going  over  to  the  library?” 
“Nope,  I've  already  got  a date.” 
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OLD  LINE  HALL  OF  SHAME 


THE  week-end  this  is  being  written, 
Gardner  Brooks,  the  so-called 
editor  of  this  magazine,  has  gone  off  to 
New  York  to  look  for  a job.  Before  he 
left  he  told  us  to  write  a good  parody 
on  t he  Diamondback  Ilall  of  Fame. 
Well,  we  re  not  interested  in  this 
parody  stuff,  and  in  its  place,  we’re 
going  to  do  something  we’ve  wanted  to 
do  all  year.  We’re  going  to  give  you — 
in  a biased,  distorted  manner — the  real 
inside  low-down  on  Brooks  himself. 
It  may  cost  us  our  jobs,  but  it’ll  be 
more  than  worth  it. 

To  start  with,  we’ll  leave  out  all  the 
business  about  his  early  life.  There’s 
too  mueh  chance  to  get  in  a good  word 
for  him  there.  We’ll  begin  with  his 
elections  as  president  of  his  Freshman 
and  Sophomore  classes.  He  got  both 
of  these  jobs  by  telling  his  creditors 
that  his  election  would  assure  them 
payment.  So  every  person  he  owed 
money  voted  for  him,  and  his  op- 
ponents weren’t  even  in  the  running. 

When  Gardner  held  these  class 
offices,  he  was  supposed  to  participate 


1)  ick  Hunt  at  the  age  of  ten.  We 
would  have  run  one  of  Brooks, 
only  we  couldn't  find  one,  and 
besides  we've  seen  enough  of  his 
mug  already,  too. 


in  the  Annual  Frosh-Soph  struggle. 
This  he  never  did.  When  asked  why, 
he  replied  “What?  Me  go  near  water! 
Never!  I detest  the  stuff!” 

And  another  thing!  It’s  lucky  for 
him  that  he  has  a little  sister  who  can 


draw,  because  he  sure  can’t.  Why  he 
can’t  even  write  his  name.  And  as  for 
the  piano-playing  he  boasts  about, 
well,  the  reason  he  wears  his  hair  so 
long  is  that  he  permanently  disfigured 
himself  the  first  time  someone  fold 
him  he  ought  to  play  by  ear. 

His  ()1)K  membership  he  won  in  a 
crap  game  with  Pat  Duggan,  and  lu* 
never  would  have  joined  if  he  hadn’t 
thought  that  “tapping”  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  beer.  The  day  he  got 
in,  they  changed  the  spelling  of  the 
society’s  name  to  “Oh,  Decay.” 

As  far  as  after-college  plans  go, 
there’s  that  trip  to  New  York  we 
mentioned  at  the  beginning  of  this 
article.  And  we’re  sure  that  if  there’s 
a job  worth  having  at  Minskys  or 
Paradise  or  Roseland,  he’ll  get  it. 
But  we  can’t  help  feeling  that  the 
only  place  in  New  York  where  he’d  fit 
in  would  be  the  Amateur  Hour. 
Morituri  te  salutamus. 

John  Bell  and  Pyke  Johnson, 
Junior  Editors. 
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The  Official  Humorous  Publication 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MARYLAND 

COLLEGE  PARK.  MD. 

Dear  Gil, 

Gardner  had  to  go  to  New  York  this 
week-end  to  see  about  a job,  and  as  a 
result  the  mag  was  dropped  more  or 
less  unexpectedly  into  Johnnie’s  and 
my  laps.  The  fact  that  Litschert  was 
sick  and  unable  to  help  us  also  sorta 
complicated  matters. 

I’ve  done  my  best  with  the  type 
designations  and  make  up  sheets,  but 
I don’t  know  a hell  of  a lot  about  either, 
and  probably  have  messed  things  up 
pretty  well.  If  the  standard  columns 
aren't  clear,  1 wish  you’d  check  with 
earlier  issues.  If  the  new  stuff  isn't 
understandable  either,  I'd  appreciate 


it  if  you  would  correct  any  of  my 
mistakes. 

This  is  the  first  time  I've  tried  any 
of  this  stuff,  so  don’t  cuss  my  errors 
too  much. 

Thanx, 

— Pyke. 

Note:  (This  was  written  to  the 

printer  by  Pyke  Johnson  and  unbe- 
known to  him  is  being  published 
— W.  II.  H.) 

A sensible  girl  is  not  as  sensible  as 
she  looks,  because  a sensible  girl  has 
more  sense  than  to  look  sensible. 

— Purple  Parrot. 

Pastor:  “Why  don't  you  come  to 

services  any  more,  my  young  man?” 

Stude:  “Oh,  the  choir  is  terrible.” 

Pastor:  “What  do  you  expect  for  a 
dime — a Russian  ballet?” 


They  were  some  distance  from  shore 
when  the  boat  filled  with  water  and 
sank. 

“Do  you  think  that  you  can  swim  to 
that  bouy?”  he  asked. 

“If  I can’t,  it  will  be  the  first  bouy 
I haven't  made,”  she  said. 


A monologue  is  a conversation  be- 
tween a student  and  a professor. 


Last  night  I held  a little  hand 
So  dainty  and  so  neat 
I thought  my  heart  would  surely  burst 
So  wildly  did  it  beat. 

No  other  hand  e'er  held  so  tight 
Could  greater  gladness  bring 
Than  the  one  I held  last  night. 

It  was 

Four  Aces  and  a King. 

— West  Point  Pointer. 
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DisKussfons 

By  John  Bell 

RECORDINGS  are  in  again  and  with  the  reviving 
interest  in  this  once  so  popular  form  of  canned 
syncopation,  the  Old  Line  inaugurates  a new  column 
dedicated  to  reviewing  a few  of  the  outstandings  discs  of 
the  day,  in  each  issue  . . . 

. a modest  beginning,  perhaps,  but  we’re  off, 
definitely  . . . 

Swing  is  King  and  the  Crown  Prince  of  Swing  is  maestro 
Benny  Goodman,  at  least  he  seems  to  be  judging  from  the 
applause  of  the  critics  and  the  za-zu-za  of  his  pressings. 
Stomping  at  the  Savoy  makes  Benny's  claim  to  fame 
pretty  convincing,  a Victor  (25*247)  with  Breaking  in  a 
Pair  of  Shoes  squeaking  in  great  one-two  fashion  on  the 
reverse  side.  The  Goodman  Swing  Classics  are  legion, 
but  try  Helen  Ward’s  spiteful  rendition  of  Goody  Goody 


which  is  just  that  and  is  effectively  backed  up  by  It's  Been 
So  Long  (Victor)  a tune  which  deserves  the  effort  given  it. 

“I’se  a muggin,  boom  . . . la-de-ah-da.  I’se  a-muggin, 
bang  . . “Uh-uh  and  Woof-woof”  . . . Stuff  Smith  has 
arrived.  New  York’s  Onyx  Club  has  found  someone  to 
replace  the  Riley-Farley  Round’ll  Round  Boys  and  I'se 
A-Muggin  carries  on  the  left  wing  swing  banner  in  great 
style.  This  pioneer  purveyor  of  “uh-uh”  has  recorded 
his  syncopated  ravings  on  both  sides  of  a Vocalion  plate. 
This  may  also  be  heard  on  Victor  (25273)  as  served  up  by 
Jack  Teagarden,  ace  trombonist,  the  brothers  Trumbauer, 
and  assorted  members  of  Paul  Whiteman’s  aggregation. 
This  record  is  good,  plenty  good,  but  it  could  be  much 
better  in  the  expert  hands  of  this  group  of  top-hole  music- 
ians. By  the  time  this  gets  into  type,  Muggin  probably 
will  have  reached  the  “in  your  hair”  stage;  at  any  rate, 
we’ve  warned  you. 

Gloomy  Sunday  by  Hal  Kemp. 

Desire  Brunswick  (18766). 

An  American  translation  of  a Hungarian  song  that  was 
banned  from  broadcast  abroad  after  causing  a score  of 
people  to  commit  suicide,  Gloomy  Sunday  is  played  by  one 
of  this  department’s  favorite  bands  in  a manner  that 
should  drive  many  a contemporary  orchestra  leader  to  the 
brink.  In  a similar  vein.  Desire  is  played  in  the  usual 
smooth  Kemp  manner. 

One  Night  in  Monte  Carlo  by  Tommy  Dorsey  and  his 
Clambake  Seven. 

The  Day  I Let  You  Get  Away  Victor  (25220). 

The  campus  may  remember  Tommy  Dorsey  and  his 
(' Continued  on  page  18) 
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IN  THE  HAY  NINETIES 

Kv  EVELYN  m(A»F»lt» 


HELLO,  Elmer,  Darling.  You’re  home  a little 
earlier  than  usual  this  evening.” 

“Yes,  my  dear.  They  have  some  new  horses  on  the  18th 
street  line  and  the  cars  move  along  a little  faster,”  replied 
her  husband,  as  he  unhooked  his  stiffly  starched  cuffs  and 
hung  them  on  the  high  back  of  a rocking  chair. 

“Supper  is  ready,”  continued  his  wife.  “I  thought  we 
might  take  the  tandem  out  tonight  before  dark.  The 
autumn  air  is  so  invigorating.” 

Elmer’s  bushy,  black  brows  met  in  a frown,  but  he  said 
nothing  while  he  noisily  consumed  the  big  bowl  of  steaming 
oyster  broth  she  had  placed  before  him.  Then — “Er- 
ahem,  Victoria,  there  are  a number  of  things  I must  talk 
to  you  about.”  Victoria  poured  the  tea  and  carefully 
placed  two  level  teaspoonfuls  of  sugar  in  his  cup,  leaving 
the  spoon,  its  bone  handle  protruding  at  just  the  right 
side  of  his  mustache  guard. 

“Er-ah,  Victoria,  I happened  to  be 
down  on  Fourth  Street  this  afternoon. 

I had  to  deliver  some  tags  for  the  com- 
pany and—” 

“Oh,  Elmer,  did  you  get  that  pair  of 
bicycle  stockings  for  me?” 

“Please  don’t  interrupt  me,  Victoria. 

Allow  me  to  finish  what  I started  to  say, 
then  we’ll  talk  about  bicycle  stockings.” 

“Well,  go  on,”  pouted  his  wife  passing 
him  the  vinegar  cruet  for  the  beans.  He 
ignored  the  allusion  and  continued:  “I  saw  you  in  front  of 
Glanville’s  with  Mrs.  Blue.  You  know  that  I have 
warned  you  many  times  about  wearing  your  purse  hanging 
to  your  belt.  Why,  Dr.  Blaize’s  wife  had  hers  snatched 
last  week.  Nearly  three  dollars  were  stolen.” 

“Why  EL-mer!”  Victoria’s  mouth  flew  open  and  she 
dropped  her  teaspoon.  “ How  terrible  that  such  a dreadful 
thing  should  happen  in  these  modern  days.  One  would 
think  we  were  living  in  the  dark  ages  instead  of  in  1892. 

Elmer  buttered  and  honeyed  another  biscuit  and  con- 
tinued— “Yes,  and  I distinctly  saw  your  purse  swinging 
from  your  belt.  I’ve  distinctly  asked  you  NOT  to  wear 
it  there.” 

“But  Elmer,  it’s  the  style.  Jennie  Blue  always  wears 
hers  there  and  thinks  nothing  of  it — just  like  every 
woman.” 

“Jennie  Blue  paints,  doesn’t  she?  And  crosses  her  legs 
when  she  sits — ” 

“Why  EL-mer!” 

He  flushed  a deep  crimson  but  continued  relentlessly: 
“ — and  shows  her  stockings.  Why  even  I saw  them  fully 
two  inches  above  her  shoe  tops.” 


“WHY  ELMER  NELSON!” 

Elmer  drew  his  napkin  from  beneath  his  chin  and 
polished  his  face  vigorously  to  cover  his  confusion  and  help 
regain  his  composure.  Victoria  hurried  to  the  kitchen  for 
the  hot  apple  pie. 

When  she  returned,  Elmer,  feeling  distinctly  his  mastery 
of  the  situation,  resumed.  “Please  don’t  ever  tell  me 
again  that  Mrs.  Blue  sets  you  an  example.” 

“Why  didn’t  you  speak  to  us  when  you  saw  us,”  ven- 
tured Victoria,  anxious  to  change  the  subject. 

I was  in  a hurry  and  you  were  on  the  other  side  of  the 
street.  You  know  I couldn’t  yell  across.  Now,  another 
tiling.  About  this  bicycling.  You  are  altogether  too 
vigorous,  my  dear.  You  are  not  getting  fat  rapidly  enough. 
I believe  you  take  too  much  exercise.” 

Victoria’s  chins  quivered — both  of  them.  She  reached 
within  her  ample  bosom  and  drew  out  a 
tiny  square  of  cambric.  She  dabbed  her 
eyes.  “I  think  I’m  getting  fat  fully  as 
fast  as  you’re  growing  your  mustache,” 
she  hurled  at  him,  defiantly. 

Elmer  winced.  She  had  touched  on  a 
painful  subject.  While  most  of  his  friends 
and  business  associates  boasted  luxurious 
sideburns  and  rich  verdant  mustaches, 
his  own  measured  but  a scant  two  inches 
on  each  side. 

A heavy  minute  slowly  passed.  Vic- 
toria cried  discreetly  into  her  handkerchief.  Elmer  reached 
for  a toothpick  and  stood  up. 

“There,  there,  Pettie,  we  mustn’t  quarrel.”  He  gathered 
her  plump  form  into  his  arms.  “But,  mv  dear,  we’ve  been 
married  nearly  two  years  now.  You  must  forget  about 
being  a Gibson  Girl  and  become  a woman,  you  know.” 
Her  pompadoured  head  snuggled  closer  to  his  high, 
hard  collar.  She  knew  that  she  had  won  a victory — of  a 
sort,  but  still  there  must  be  that  last  word.  “Just  the 
same,  I've  gained  48  pounds  in  those  two  years  and  even 
your  mother  admits  that  she  didn’t  do  as  well.” 

Together  they  cleaned  the  table,  washed  the  dishes  and 
lighted  the  kerosene  lamps.  Nothing  more  was  said  of  the 
tandem  or  the  bicycle  stockings.  In  the  early  November 
dusk,  they  finished  the  game  of  dominoes  started  the 
evening  before.  By  nine  o'clock  the  well-ordered  little 
Nelson  home  on  well-ordered  Maple  street  was  dark  and 
silent. 

The  next  day,  being  Saturday,  found  Elmer  waiting  at 
noon  for  Victoria  at  their  usual  rendezvous.  Ten  minutes 
passed,  fifteen,  twenty  . . . “Ah,  there  she  is,”  he  said  to 
( Continued  on  page  iff) 


We  print  herewith  the  win- 
ner in  the  second  short  story 
contest. 

$5.00 

will  he  offered  to  the  writer 
of  the  best  short  story  sub- 
mitted for  the  last  OLD 
LINE.  All  entries  must  be 
in  by  May  1. 
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By  Ruth  Lowry 


We  thought  it  would  be  an  exceedingly  nice  gesture  to 
make  the  first  part  of  this,  our  sixth  installment,  a local 
commentary.  There’s  quite  a bit  of  drama  publically  and 
privately  performed  on  campus,  and  to  such  this  is  dedi- 
cated. However,  in  confidence,  no  good  idea  is  ours;  the 
Editor  has  all  the  brain  children. 

B B MINSTREL  . . . We  were  affably  surprised  the 
other  night  by  the  novel  experience  of  enjoying  a minstrel- 
revue.  Sponsored  by  the  Kappa  Alpha  Fraternity,  it  was 
the  Cotton  Pickers  Minstrel  and  the  sixteenth,  annual 
edition. 

The  unloading  of  entertainment  was  begun  by  two 
dozen  respectable  students  who  apparently  had  fallen  into 
a coal  slmte;  they  presented  a series  of  Minstrel  Musicals, 
the  best  of  which  were  Bill  Johnson’s  “I  Feel  A Song 
Coming  On”  and  Bud  Bryant's  “Kathleen.”  The  two 
dozen  coal-sh liters  did  well  in  refrains  to  both.  Three  of 
the  other  solo  numbers  were  weak,  but  these  were  for- 
gotten when  Director  Eddie  Parlett  went  into  “Ida  Sweet 
As  Apple  Cider,”  and  Charlie  Heaton  huckstered  invisible 
hot  dogs  in  the  audience.  A laughing  song  from  Director 
Parlett’s  bag  of  mysteries  was  well  done  by  Sam  Leishear, 
who  had  also  fallen  into  the  coal  shute.  With  the  ending 
of  this  part  of  the  program,  the  way  was  cleared  for  the 
revue  half  of  the  show. 

The  Revue  Girls,  in  the  opening  number,  got  into  a bad 
fumble  with  their  canes,  and  did  not  look  so  well  in  knee 
breeches.  With  Doc  Allen’s  “Drafted,”  things  picked  up. 
Mr.  Allen,  who  had  previously  acted  as  interlocuter,  told 
ebulliently  the  trails  of  a besotted  private  in  the  war. 
Squirm  Hudgins  did  a good  “Truckin’’  clog  dance,  and 
Parlett  and  Anne  Bourke  did  something  about  a porcupine 
— their  steps,  poses,  costumes,  and  precision  made  the 
name  unimportant. 

“M  isses”  Maccubbin,  MisKimon,  Leishear,  and  Phelps 
garbed  in  crimson  and  yellow,  sox  and  felt  chapeaux, 
romped  through  a novelty  dance.  It  was  the  high  point  of 
the  evening,  exceptionally  so  when  “Miss  Phelps”  broke 
into  a semi-hula.  The  revue  ended  with  a patriotic 
number  titled  “Military  Maidens.” 

The  K.  A.  show  was  greatly  improved  this  year  due  to 
the  presence,  no  doubt,  of  Mr.  Parlett;  the  only  difficulty 
was  the  lack  of  pruning.  We  would,  however,  have  liked 
to  have  seen  more  of  that  live  chicken  before  the  curtain 
went  down. 


| HONORS  ...  A Washington  columnist,  in  his 
review  of  Oliver  Oliver , said  that  the  Footlight  Club  of  the 
University  of  Maryland  has  an  “A”  rating  in  amateur 
dramatic  circles.  This  honor  is  due  to  the  perseverenee  and 
excellent  directing  of  Dr.  Charles  Hale  of  the  University’s 
English  Department.  Dr.  Hale  has  made  the  campus 
drama  conscious,  for  the  Footlight  Club  productions  are 
always  eagerly  awaited.  Berkley  Square,  Death  Takes  a 
Holiday,  The  Vinegar  Three  and  Journey's  End  are  a few 
of  the  difficult  plays  which  he  has  produced.  Dr.  Hale  has 
earned  himself  a prominent  place  in  Maryland’s  Hall  of 
Fame. 

| B PLAY  ...  In  the  spring  the  Footlight  Club’s 
fancy  turns  to  comedy,  for  this  seems  to  be  the  season  to 
deviate  from  the  serious  side  of  drama.  Oliver  Oliver, 
a sparkling  comedy,  was  this  year’s  presentation. 

Oliver  Oliver  introduced  a new  character  actress,  Deborah 
Billing.  Her  portrayal  of  Constance  Oakshot,  the  im- 
poverished society  dowager,  was  excellent.  Second  honors 
go  to  Theodore  Erbe,  the  languid  Oliver  who  objected  to 
his  mother’s  match-making.  Erbe  was  destined  to  play 
this  part  for  his  capable  handling  of  the  bored  Oliver  was 
nearly  perfect.  Florence  Small  as  the  sharp-tongued 
Judith  provoked  many  laughs  from  the  audience.  Other 
honors  go  to  Sam  Leishear,  Geraldine  Schuh,  and  John 
Edwards. 

The  plot  of  the  play  was  noticeably  weak;  however, 
Oliver  Oliver  was  enacted  so  well  that  one  didn't  mind. 
Personally,  I’d  be  willing  to  back  any  play  which  the  club 
presented. 


ADDS 

AM  ODD  PIPE  TO 
HIS  COLLECTION 


THig  METAL  PIPE  COMES  FROM 
BURMA.  THE  ASIATICS  USE 
SO  MUCH  METAL  WORK.tT'S 
NOT  SURPRISING  TO  FIND 
PIPES  MAOE  OF  VARIOUS 
ORES 


I LL  BET  THAT 
COPPER  PIPE 
FROM  SUMATRA 
WOULD  GIVE 
A MIGHTS'  HOT 
SMOKE 


OPINIONS  DIFFER 
ABOUT  PIPES,  BUT  IT'S 
Smokin'  PRINCE 
ALBERT  REGULARLY 
THAT  MAKES  A PIPE 
ONE  OF  LIFE'S 
GREAT  JOYS 
AND  COMFORTS? 


© 1936.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co. 


THE  BEST  "BREAK"  A PIPE  CAN  GET 


Pipe  smokers  who  make  pals  out  of 
their  pipes  agree  that  Prince  Albert 
is  the  tobacco  for  breakin’  ’em  in  — 
and  for  forever  after,  too.  P.  A.  is 
tobacco  at  its  friendliest  — cakes 
nicely  in  the  bowl  — smokes  sweet 
and  cool  and  satisfying.  P.  A.  is 


"crimp  cut”  for  slow  burning — does 
not  bite  the  tongue.  The  big  red  tin 
holds  50  pipefuls.  You  needn’t  risk 
a cent  trying  this  princely  smoke. 
Just  take  advantage  of  our  no-risk 
offer.  And  P.  A.  is  swell  "makin’s” 
for  roll-your-own  cigarettes. 


OUR  OFFER  TO  PIPE  SMOKERS 

“ You  must  be  pleased” 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  ( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE  ! 


pipefuls  of 


fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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KAMPUS  KWESTIONN AIR E 
{Continued  from  page  5) 

l-L  General  Lafayette  once  spent  the  night  in: 

The  Alpha  Xi  Delta  house. 

The  Rossbourg  Inn. 

Calvert  Hall. 

The  new  girls’  dorm. 

Dr.  Falls’s  office. 

15.  The  President  of  the  Student  Government  Associa- 

tion is: 

Lou  Ennis. 

Geary  Eppley. 

Marjorie  Higgins. 

Usually  busy. 

Dr.  Vollbrecht. 

16.  Margaret  Brent  Hall  was  named  after: 

Dean  Taliaferro. 

The  KA  house  mother. 

A woman  famous  in  early  Maryland  history. 

President  Byrd’s  daughter. 

The  Dean  of  Women. 

17.  The  trophy  room  of  the  University  is  located: 

In  the  Kappa  house. 

On  the  second  floor  of  the  Coliseum. 

In  Shoemaker  Hall. 

In  the  dining  hall. 

In  the  Phi  Sig  house. 

18.  The  phrase  “You  are  chicken”  means: 

That  yon  are  a Tri-Delt  pledge. 

Lend  me  a dime. 

That  yon  are  afraid. 

That  you  are  an  Ag  student. 

10.  “Duke”  Lohr’s  real  name  is: 

Percival. 

Janet. 

Walter. 

William. 

Anaxagoras. 

20.  Most  of  the  pitching  on  the  campus  is  done: 

In  the  ATO  parlor. 

In  the  press  box. 

On  the  baseball  diamond. 

In  the  AOPi  dining  room. 


IN  THE  GAY  NINETIES 

{Continued  from  page  11) 

himself.  “Getting  off  the  Oak  Street  horse-car.  Wonder 
why  she  came  that  way?  Holy  Nelly,  she’s  got  her  purse 
swinging  from  her  belt  again!” 

A quick  resolution.  Elmer  hurried  into  Tom's  “ Leader  ” 
restaurant.  “When  my  wife  comes  in,”  he  said  to  the 
proprietor,  “tell  her  to  wait  for  me.  We’re  dining  with 
you  again  today,  as  usual.”  Then  he  hurried  out  the  side 
door. 

Five  minutes  later  he  re-entered  from  the  front.  Vic- 
toria seated  at  their  favorite  table,  awaited  him.  She 
looked,  he  admitted  to  himself,  very  lovely.  Her  well 
ratted  hair,  piled  high,  was  surmounted  by  t lie  latest  thing 
in  hats,  covered  with  artificial  autumn  leaves  and  celluloid 
cherries,  black,  red  and  green,  which  clicked  and  clattered 
at  the  wearer’s  slightest  move.  Her  brown  eyes  sparkled 
and  her  round  cheeks  and  saucy  nose  glistened  from 
frequent  and  vigorous  applications  of  soap  and  water. 
Her  smart  white  shirt  waist  billowed  above  her  generous 
bosom,  the  ornately  chased  and  jewelled  little  Elgin  watch 
he  had  given  her  sparkled  bravely  from  its  fleur-de-lis  pin 
fastening  on  the  shirt  waist’s  front. 

“Sorry  to  be  late,”  mumbled  Elmer. 

“Oh,  I was  late,  too,”  exclaimed  Yictoria,  brightly. 
“I  was  afraid  you'd  be  waiting  for  me.  Stopped  at  Glan- 
ville’s  to  look  at  bicycle  stockings  and  couldn't  find  a thing 
that  I'd  wear,  so  I stopped  at  Joal's  for  a little  bottle  of 
scent.” 

“I  see,”  he  replied,  seating  himself  opposite  her.  “Did 
you  have  enough  money?” 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“How  much  have  you  left?" 

“Oh,  Elmer,  you’re  always  afraid  I'll  spend  too  much. 
Please  let’s  not  spoil  our  afternoon  by  talking  money.” 

Elmer  twisted  and  fidgeted  in  his  chair.  He  fumbled 
with  the  table  silver,  gulped  nervously  from  his  water 
glass.  Finally,  in  sheer  desperation,  he  pulled  a purse 
from  his  coat  picket. 

“You  charged  the  scent,  didn’t  you?  Why  didn't  you 
tell  me  you  lost  your  purse?” 

Victoria  stared  at  the  fine  new  purse  he  thrust  upon  the 
table.  “Where  did  you  get  it,  Elmer?” 

“I  grabbed  it  from  your  belt  just  as  you  entered 
Glanville’s.  I intended  to  teach  you  a lesson.” 

Victoria  pulled  a kerchief  from  her  bosom.  “See,  here 
is  my  money  tied  up  in  this.  I ...  I obeyed  you,  Elmer. 
My  purse  is  at  home.  You  taught  some  other  woman  a 
lesson.” 

Elmer  turned  white,  then  green.  “Holy  Nelly,  I . . . 
I’m  a thief!” 

“Swearing  about  it  won’t  make  it  any  better,”  retorted 
his  spouse. 


{Continued  on  page  2 If) 
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Fifteen 


A minister  promised  his  congregation  that  his  sermon 
would  be  short.  For  his  text  he  was  going  to  use  “The 
World,  The  Flesh,  and  The  Devil.” 

“We  will  forget  the  world,  skip  the  flesh,  and  go  straight 
to  the  devil!” 

— Exchange. 


IT  CAME 

Gambler  (flipping  coin  in  the  air):  “Call  it!” 

Stooge:  “Yoo,  hoo!” 

— Ohioan. 


Wife:  “How  do  you  like  my  new  gown?  I got  it  for 
a ridiculous  price.” 

Bill  Payer:  “You  mean  you  got  it  for  an  absurd 

figure.” 


Student:  “Hey,  I want  to  exchange  this  textbook.” 
Clerk:  “Too  late.  You’ve  had  it  a whole  term.” 
Student:  “But  I just  found  that  every  other  page  is 

missing.” 


“How  some  poor  beast  must  have  suffered  so  you  could 
have  such  a fur  coat,”  remarked  a young  man. 

“Hush,  son,”  snapped  the  mother,  “you  mustn’t  talk 
that  way  about  your  father.” 


Jack:  “What  is  the  noblest  kind  of  dog?” 

Jill : “ I give  up.” 

Jack:  “The  hot  dog.  It  not  only  doesn’t  bite  the  hand 
that  feeds  it;  it  feeds  the  hand  that  bites  it.” 


Then  there  was  the  woman  who  was  so  tired  she  could 
hardly  keep  her  mouth  open. 


Pardon  me  fellows,  ...  a lepidoptero  specimen .” 


Sixteen 
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{Continued  from  page  •>) 

• FOOTBALL 

The  following  item  is  of  the  days 
when  Maryland  men  were  men,  and 
the  football  team  beat  Yale.  It  was 
written  in  to  the  editor  of  the  Diamond- 
back  by  Mac  Brewer  of  the  Class  of  ’23 
and  we  believe  it  worth  reprinting 
verbatim. 

“Some  years  ago  when  Curley  Byrd 
was  coaching  football,  before  he  be- 
came President  of  the  University  of 
Maryland,  he  stood  on  a wind-swept 
curb  in  a northern  city  and  handed 
each  member  of  his  team  sufficient 
money  for  admission  to  a “show." 
His  team  was  fairly  good  but  admit- 
tedly not  in  the  same  class  as  the  much- 
advertised  powerful  adversary  to  be 
encountered  on  the  morrow.  Anxious 
to  quiet  the  team’s  nervous  tension, 
but  equally  anxious  not  to  have  it 
replaced  by  emotional  interest  of  the 
wrong  kind,  he  exhorted  us  to  see  a 
movie,  “Way  Down  East,”  and  not  to 
attend  a certain  vaudeville  act. 

“An  hour  later,  having  acted  on  the 
theory  that  what  a coach  didn’t  know 
wouldn’t  hurt  him,  two-thirds  of  the 
team  somehow  found  themselves  in  the 
vaudeville  house  waiting  the  “ Big 
Show.”  They  were  much  engrossed  in 
a preliminary  act,  in  which  a blind- 
folded conjurer  on  the  stage  was 
accurately  describing  certain  personal 
trinkets  belonging  to  the  audience, 
which  had  caught  the  eye  of  his 
assistant.  Suddenly  the  confederate 
leaned  forward  and  touched  something 
on  the  watch-chain  of  one  of  the  team. 
The  magician  described  the  article  as 
a gold  football  engraved  with  “Uni- 
versity of  Maryland.”  There  was  a 
slight  disturbance  near  the  orchestra 
and  Curley  rose  and  turned  to  view  his 
team  strung  across  a row  of  seats 
toward  the  rear. 

Consternation  reigned!  The  humor 
of  the  incident  was  completely  smoth- 
ered by  a painful  sense  of  guilt  and 
humiliation,  as  every  member  rose  and 
solemnly  filed  out — the  “leg-show” 


completely  forgotten.  In  vain  did  the 
team  wait  for  a tirade  of  indignation 
and  a moral  lecture  to  relieve  the 
situation.  Each  guilty  member  pri- 
vately vowed  to  reinstate  himself  in 
the  eyes  of  the  coach.  A strained 
atmosphere  pervaded  the  dressing- 
room  next  day.  And  when  the  final 
whistle  ended  the  game,  with  Mary- 
land 10,  Syracuse  7,  few  realized  that 
the  blind-folded  “mind-reader”  had 
been  one  of  the  deciding  factors  in  a 
great  game!” 

Brewer,  who  played  left  tackle  in 
that  game,  closes  his  letter  with  a line 
that  speaks  for  itself : “The  next  year, 
1921,  we  had  box  seats  at  the  show  and 
brought  home  a 42-0  defeat.” 


BACK  TO  NATURE 

“What  color  bathing  suit  was  she 
wearing?  ” 

“I  couldn’t  tell.  She  had  her  back 
turned.” 


“And  where,”  demanded  his  wife, 
with  flashing  eyes,  “would  you  be  now, 
only  for  me?” 

Bill  glanced  at  the  clock.  It  was 
verging  midnight.  He  sighed  and  was 
silent. 

—Kitty  Kat. 


“Pardon  me,  professor,  but  last 
night  your  daughter  accepted  my  pro- 
posal of  marriage.  I have  called  this 
morning  to  ask  if  there  is  any  insanity 
in  the  family.” 

“There  must  be." 


“If  I kiss  you,  will  you  scream?” 
“How  could  I if  you  do  it  right?" 

— Wataugan. 


Laugh  and  the  world  laughs  with 
you  . . . weep  and  you  streak  your 
rouge. 

— Dodo. 


“/  like  this  even  better  than  Authors  ...  it  is  similar,  though  not  so  instructive.” 
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Addicts  of  the  Saturday  Evening  Post  will  remember 
Eleanor  Mercein  Kelly  and  her  stories  of  love  in  strange 
places.  Arabesque  and  Basquerie  come  to  mind,  and  there 
are  about  fifteen  others  published  under  the  title  Mixed 
Company.  This  book  of  short  stories  will  be  issued  by 
Harper  and  Brothers  on  May  1. 

We  never  read  books  by  “militant  liberals”  addressed 
to  the  “young  and  thoughtful  ” even  though  we  do  not  yet 
consider  ourselves  eligible  for  retirement,  consequently  we 
haven’t  the  least  interest  in  An  American  Testament  which, 
book  dealers  tell  us,  is  likely  to  be  a much  talked  of  book 
this  spring.  It  is  from  the  pen  of  one  Joseph  Freeman,  a 
poet  and  philosopher. 

A certain  surgeon  by  the  name  of  Harvey  Cushing 
developed  a literary  turn  in  his  odd  moments  and  in  1926 
won  the  Pulitzer  prize  for  his  Life  of  William  Osier.  He 
now  considers  it  quite  appropriate  that  he  should  offer 
himself,  particularly  his  world  war  experiences  in  a book 
called  From  a Surgeon's  Journal.  May  4,  long  before  the 
medical  school  acceptances  are  out,  this  book  can  be  in  the 
hands  of  each  earnest  medical  student. 

There  seems  to  be  a distinctly  earthy  touch  to  the 
romances  of  Rosamond  Lehmann.  She  was  the  author  of  a 
sensationally  popular  book  called  Dusty  Answer  published 
about  six  years  ago,  and  now  she  has  one  called  The 
Weather  in  the  Streets.  This  particular  bit  of  weather  will 
be  out  about  May  1. 

Easter  is  certain  to  bring  the  attention  of  the  world  to 
religion  and  consequently  the  best  religious  books  of  the 
year  are  usually  published  about  that  time.  One  we  have 
heard  described  as  “a  reverent  plea  for  faith  and  Christi- 
anity in  the  world  today”  is  called  The  Fool  Hath  Said  by 
Beverly  Nichols.  His  earlier  books  are  C'ry  Havoc  and 
Down  the  Garden  Path. 

If  you  are  interested  in  the  Erie  Canal  and  upper  New 
York  State  generally  you  can  look  forward  to  Drums  Along 
the  Mohawk  written  by  the  author  of  Rome  Haid  and  Erie 
H ater,  Walter  D.  Edmonds.  This  book  is  a May  day 
production. 


But  if  you  need  something  to  relieve  your  aching  head 
during  Examination  Week  there  is  a nifty  detective  story 
called  Gaudy  Night  by  Dorothy  Sayers,  and  she  knows  how 
to  write  them. 

Now  that  The  Last  Puritan  and  It  Cant  Happen  Here 
are  safely  on  the  road  to  sales  and  popularity  thanks  to  the 
favorable  reviews  in  the  Old  Line,  we  have  fallen  under 
the  influence  of  the  Bowie  races  and  decided  to  pic  k some 
winners  on  the  book  track. 

A young  lady  who  scouts  for  Fox  movies  told  us  strictly 
in  confidence  that  Beyond  Sing  The  Woods,  by  Trugve 
Gulvranssen,  is  sure  to  be  one  of  the  classics  of  our  time. 
In  fact  she  almost  got  us  to  put  a circle  around  April  30 
on  our  calendar  to  remind  us  of  the  day  on  which  that 
particular  classic  would  be  finally  released  to  the  public  by 
Putnam.  The  Literary  Guild  apparently  agreed  with  her 
because  they  picked  it  for  the  May  selection.  It  is  said  to 
have  in  it  "the  strangeness,  the  elemental  beauty  and  the 
simple  humanity  of  the  great  tradition  of  Norwegian 
Literature.” 

Book  publishers  owe  no  end  of  their  recent  prosperity 
to  the  fact  that  one  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago  Fletcher 
Christian  dumped  Captain  Bligli  into  a little  boat  and 
thus  committed  the  mutiny  on  the  Bounty.  The  fourth 
book  on  this  topic  is  a popular  sociological  study  of  the 
descendants  of  the  late  Fletcher  Christian  and  his  com- 
rades. It’s  called  The  Heritage  of  the  Bounty,  written  by 
Harry  L.  Shapiro,  and  ready  for  public  consumption  on 
April  14. 

The  austere  imprimatur  of  Yale  University  Press  will  on 
April  28  appear  on  a book  called  Elizabeth,  Empress  of 
Austria.  Elizabeth  was  the  queen  of  Franz  Joseph, 
emperor  of  Austria  during  most  of  the  World  War,  and  her 
life  is  said  to  be  highly  entertaining.  50,000  Europeans 
have  already  paid  to  read  about  it,  and  the  publisher 
promises  extensive  advertising,  so  you  will  probably  hear 
about  it.  The  author  is  Count  Egon  Corti  who  wrote  The 
Reign  of  the  House  of  Rothschild. 
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OX  THE  UP  AXD  UP 

or  IT’S  BETTER  WITH  YOUR  SHOES  OFF 

Listen,  boys,  I’m  not  a good  one  for  tellin’  stories,  but  I 
got  this  one  about  two  kids  that’ll  knock  you  down.  I 
can  talk  right  well  when  I’ve  got  some  beer  under  my  coat 
— no,  I’m  broke,  but  as  I tell  you,  I got  one  whale  of  a 
story. 

Do  I get  the  beer?  O.  K.  Then  here  she  is.  See,  these 
two  kids  was  college  students;  went  to  a state  University 
in  a little  old  hick  state.  Well  they  hardly  didn't  belong 
there,  because  these  kids  were  broad-minded,  see,  and  had 
big  ideas.  I guess  that’s  what  makes  the  story,  though. 

One  was  a boy,  and  one  was  the  sweetest  little  dame  you 
ever  want  to  see,  and  I’m  not  so  sure  you’d  even  want  to 
see  her.  You  know  the  type;  piles  of  sort  of  dark  red  hair, 
and  great,  huge  brown  eyes,  and  a figure  like  an  eight  and 
a nine  put  together.  And  you  can  wait  until  after  the 
story  to  try  that. 

Well,  it  was  night  time,  along  about  just  before  the  mid- 
year tests  that  the  kids  get  in  college.  These  two  decided 
that  they  were  going  to  college  for  something  they  hadn't 
got  out  of  it  yet.  So  they  choose  that  night  to  complete 
their  college  education — because  they  had  a idea  that  it 
wouldn’t  be  long  anyhow. 

Oh,  yes,  she  called  him  Eg,  and  he  called  her  Sprout. 

Well,  it  was  a cold  night,  see — coldern'  you  could 
imagine,  almost.  She  was  living  in  a dormitory,  and 
couldn't  get  out  without  one  of  those  old  dames  on  watch 
seein’  her,  so  Eg  decided  to  devise  a scheme.  He  stood 
outside  a her  window — it  was  three  stories  up,  and  he  just 
said  “POOF,”  just  like  that,  see.  “POOF”  real  loud. 
And  the  word  froze  right  out  in  front  of  him  in  a big  white 
lump.  Then  what  does  he  do  but  climb  up  on  that 
frozen  lump  and  say  “POOF”  real  loud  again,  and  another 
frozen  word  conies  right  out  in  front  of  him,  and  he 
climbs  up  on  that.  Then  he  keeps  savin'  “poof”  and 
the  words  keep  freezin'  and  he  keeps  climbin'  on  up  on 
them  until  he  reaches  her  window,  see?  Then  he  takes  her 
hand,  and  the  two  of  them  walk  down  on  the  “poofs"  real 
fast,  until  they  reach  the  ground,  and  they  make  off  in 
his  car. 

She  tells  him  she  thinks  it’s  pretty  good,  but  then  they 
kind  of  worry  that  if  the  poofs  stay  frozen  like  that,  some- 
one will  investigate  and  recognize  the  sound  of  his  voice, 
and  they'd  be  caught.  But  when  they  look  back,  the 
steps  have  melted,  and  Eg  says  he  thinks  it's  because 
Sprout  is  such  a hot  little  number. 

Well,  she  kind  of  likes  that,  and  they're  both  in  good 
spirits,  and  they  set  off  for  the  evening. 

First  they  take  a run  over  to  the  chemistry  building  and 
get  some  stuff  that  he  has  in  the  back  of  his  mind  to  get. 
It's  acid,  see,  and  has  to  be  kept  in  a double-cork,  double- 


glass bottle.  If  you  pull  the  stopper  out  of  that  stuff,  it’s 
so  strong  that  it'll  eat  through  anything  anywhere  above 
it.  Then  these  two  kids  take  hold  of  that  bottle  and  take 
it  over  to  the  library  building  where  all  the  books  are  kept 
— you  know  the  kind — encyclopedias,  statistics  books, 
history,  and  all  kinds  of  books  to  look  things  up  in. 

Well,  they  pull  the  cork  outa  the  bottle  and  kind  of  tip 
it  up,  and  daggone  if  the  whiffs  of  acid  don’t  eat  a hole 
through  the  side  of  the  building  at  an  angle,  and  clear  up 
to  the  second  story  and  out  of  the  roof.  Then  the  kids 
put  the  stopper  back  in  again,  and  climb  up  the  hole.  The 
inside  of  the  hole  is  all  rough  and  easy  to  climb  up,  because 
acid  never  eats  evenly  through  anything.  So  they  go  up 
the  hole,  lugging  the  bottle  behind  them.  Then  they  set 
it  in  the  middle  of  the  room  and  let  the  fumes  eat  a hole 
through  the  ceiling  while  they  take  the  stopper  out  of 
the  bottle  and  wave  it  back  and  forth  across  the  book 
shelves  until  every  daggone  book  has  disappeared.  The 
fumes  from  the  stopper  weren't  strong  enough  to  eat 
through  the  walls;  only  the  books. 

Well,  a mighty  big  hole  was  eaten  through  the  ceiling, 
and  while  Sprout  and  Eg  are  gawkin’  up  through  it,  they 
see  this  big  airplane  fly  right  overhead,  and  boys,  those 
fumes  are  so  strong  that  even  up  that  high  in  the  air  they 
just  dissolve  the  airplane  right  like  it  is  a piece  of  paper — 
people  and  all. 

It’s  always  been  a mystery  to  people  what  became  to 
that  transport  plane,  but  Eg  and  Sprout  aren’t  telling. 
Never  mind  how  I knew;  I just  knew.  Well,  they  kind  of 
get  scared  and  put  the  stopper  back  in  the  bottle  and  drag 
it  down  the  hole  again,  and  take  it  back  to  the  chemistry 
department.  And  I hear  there  wasn't  much  left. 

Then  Eg  and  Sprout  think  things  were  still  kind  of  tame, 
so  pretty  soon,  they  feel  they  hit  upon  a right  good  scheme. 

But  hey,  look  here,  you  boys,  don’t  I get  any  more  than 
one  bottle  of  beer?  I mean,  after  all,  that’s  pretty  cheap 
for  what  I've  just  told  you.  O.  K.,  then  you  don't  get 
the  rest ! 

But  any  time  you  guys  want  to  invite  me  over  and  give 
me  a little  shot  of  something  strong. 

— Jeanne  Solliday. 

DISKUSSIONS 
( Continued  from  page  10) 

orchestra  from  the  Rossburg  dance  but  Tommy  Dorsey 
and  his  Clambake  Seven  is  something  else  again.  Monte 
Carlo,  a slow  fox  trot,  is  stepped  up  to  cater  to  the  current 
swing  craze  and  sung  by  blond  Edythe  Wright  in  her  best 
back-to-nature  style.  The  Seven  gets  away  again  on  the 
reverse  side.  Not  recommended  for  followers  of  the 
Lombardo-Garber-King  school. 


“JUST  A TROLLEY  RIDE” 

It  must’ve  been  about  five  bells  when 
I boarded  the  northbound  trolley.  The 
car  was  just  about  filled  so  1 sat  myself 
down  on  a seat  near  the  conductor’s 
entrance. 

The  guy  I sat  next  to  seems  to  be 
interested  in  something  in  the  paper 
lie’s  got  spread  open,  and  since  I ain’t 
got  no  paper,  I don’t  make  no  bones 
about  stretchin’  my  neck  a little  to  read 
what’s  in  his.  Then  I see  it’s  some 
kinda  Harnell  College  paper. 

(You  know,  I started  to  college  last 
year,  but  I guess  the  perfessors  or  the 
dean  sorta  didn’t  like  me  cause  I goes 
to  the  dean  and  he  tells  me  I better 
scram.  I didn’t  do  nothing;  it  ain’t 
my  fault  if  I get  to  feeling  bad  every 
time  there’s  a quiz  and  miss  ’em  all. 
Shucks,  quizzes  don't  mean  notting 
anyway.) 

Well,  to  get  back  to  the  story.  I 
taps  the  guy  on  the  shoulder  and  asks 
him  if  he  goes  to  Harnell.  He  looks  at 
me  kinda  funny  and  nods,  yes.  So  I 
begin  to  tell  him  how  punk  the  paper  is 
compared  to  the  Rinkydink  College’s 
paper.  I takes  the  paper  from  him  and 
shows  him  how  punk  the  editorial 
column  is  and  how  bad  the  sports 
stories  and  news  features  is.  Yes  Sir, 
I really  showed  him  that  that  Harnell 
paper  was  no  good. 

All  of  a sudden  this  guy  must’ve  seen 
that  it  was  his  place  to  get  off.  He 
pushes  past  me  and  steps  hard  on  my 
toe;  don’t  even  say  “Sorry  feller,” 
and  gets  off. 

My  stop  is  a coupla  blocks  later,  so 
I get  up  and  speak  to  the  conductor, 
who  I know. 

He  says,  “That  guy  you  sat  next 
to’s  a funny  mug,  he  always  catches 
this  car  and  reads  that  paper  or  writes 
something  the  whole  time  lie’s  on.  I 
think  some  of  those  college  boys  told 
me  lie’s  some  sorta  college  editor.” 


“He  was  some  lover.” 

“Who?” 

“Da  Vinci.  They  say  he  spent  two 
years  on  Mona  Lisa’s  lips.” 


1 "You  say  Edge- 
worth  Junior  gives 
you  more  smoke  for 
your  money?. . How’s 
that?” 


15? 


A TIN 


GOOD  ALL  THE  WAY  DOWN  TO  THE  HEEL 


2 "Smoke  it  all  the 
way  down.  Then 
you’ll  get  the  econo- 
my angle.” 


3 "Say ! . . . I get  it! 
...  So  mild  you  can 
smoke  it  ALL  THE 
WAY  DOWN  TO  THE 
HEEL!” 


MAKE  your  tobacco  money  buy  all 
the  smoke  you  pay  for.  Smoke 
EDGEWORTH  JUNIOR,  the  new,  mild, 
free-burning  pipe  and  cigarette  to- 
bacco. Larus  & Bro.  Co.,  Richmond, 
Va.  Tobacconists  since  1877. 


CORN  COB  PIPE  CLUB  OF  VIRGINIA  . . . Crossroads 

fun,  music.  Wednesday  evenings  at  9 :00  (E.S.T.)  oxer 
NBC  Blue  Network,  direct  from  Richmond,  Ya.  (Pacific 
Coast  stations — KFI,  KPO,  KOMO,  KGW,  KIIQ.) 

“CELLOPHANE”  WRAPPED 
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Edgeworth,  Jr. 

The  College  Man's 
Tobacco — 

IS  SOLD  LOCALLY  AT 

Varsity  Grill 
College  Pharmacy 
College  Bar-B-Q 
E.  B.  H arrison  Co. 

(If  your  favorite  dealer  does  not 
carry  Edgeworth,  Jr.,  “but” 
wishes  to,  notify  Box  794-) 

”A  Trial  Convinces” 


When  T 
Have 
Done  with 
College, 

The 

Thing  I'll 
Miss 
A lot 

Is  technically 
1 ntangible; 

It’s 

The  sleep 
I never  got. 

Columns. 


We  like  the  kind  of  girl  that  you  like 
in  a crowd  if  somebody  else  brings  her. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


It  was  rather  a stiff  assignment,  es- 
pecially as  all  had  hoped  the  Christmas 
vacation  would  be  just  that.  There 
was  quite  a deal  of  disgruntled  mumb- 
ling and  several  of  the  students  ven- 
tured to  remonstrate  with  the  prof, 
whose  attitude  was  wholly  unsym- 
pathetic. 

“If  you  think  that’s  tough,”  he 
roared,  “you  ought  to  thank  the  Lord 
that  I didn't  assign  three  more 
chapters!  “ 

A silence  fell  over  the  class,  and 
then  from  somewhere  in  the  back  of  the 
room  came  a reverent:  “Thanks, 

Lord!” 

— Anthologist. 


People  come  and  people  go. 

I've  lost  more  damn  arrows  that  way 


Alumnus:  “Why  I’m  sorry  to  hear 
that.  How  did  Brother  Jones  die?” 

Phi  Delt:  “He  fell  through  some 

scaffolding.” 

Alumnus:  “What  was  he  doing  up 
there.” 

Phi  Delt:  “Being  hanged.” 

— Froth . 


Then  there's  the  absent-minded  pro- 
fessor who  forgot  to  write  a $3.50 
textbook  for  his  classes. 


It’s  better  to  be  broke  than  never  to 
have  loved  at  all. 


— Dodo. 


When  the  clock  struck  the  midnight 
hour  father  came  to  the  head  of  the 
stairs  and  in  a rather  bold  tone  of  voice 
said,  “ Young  man,  is  your  self-starter 
out  of  order  tonight?” 

“It  doesn't  matter,”  retorted  the 
young  man,  “as  long  as  there's  a crank 
in  the  house.” 


“He  used  to  be  our  star  ham  actor, 
but  his  sugar  cured  him.” 


The  Southern  father  was  introducing 
his  family  of  boys  to  a visiting  governor. 

“Seventeen  boys,”  exclaimed  the 
father.  “And  all  Democrats  but  John, 
the  little  rascal.  He  got  to  readin'.” 


A bore  is  a person  who  is  forever 
talking  about  himself  when  you  want 
to  talk  about  yourself. 


There's  always  a flat  tire  at  a 
blowout. 

— Caveman . 


There  was  a fellow  who  had  a duck 
that  grew  smaller  and  smaller.  It 
grew  down. 

— Widow. 


“/  didn't  ask  for  a demonstration!" 
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SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 


0 


Printcraft  Building 
930  H Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


FABLE 

Boy:  “I  don't  know  how  it  hap- 

pened. All  of  a sndden  I looked  down 
and  we  were  doing  70.  In  a 25  mile 
zone,  too.  It  was  the  funniest  thing, 
Judge!  Margie  told  me  to  cut  her 
down  but  I said  as  long  as  we  knew 
what  we  were  doing  it  was  O.  K.” 

Girl:  “We  were  doing  75!  Joe  said 
he  was  going  to  tick  a few  fenders  or 
know  the  reason  why.  He  said  no  cop 
could  catch  us  in  that  traffic.  But  this 
one  did.” 

Cop:  “I’m  sure  you  weren’t  doing 

70  or  75.  My  speedometer  only 
registered  30  when  I caught  up  with 
you.  Aon  weren’t  driving  carelessly 
at  all.  I wanted  to  tell  you  though, 
that  your  tail-light  was  out.” 

Boy:  “We  were  doing  70  and  you 

knowr  darn  well  we  were.  Do  you 
think  any  police  motorcycle  could 
catch  me  if  you  were  doing  30?  I 
remember  distinctly  throw’ing  4 cars 
into  the  curb.” 

Judge:  “Cut  out  this  squabbling. 

This  officer  has  been  connected  with 
my  court  for  ten  years  and  lie’s  never 


told  a lie  yet.  If  he  says  you  were 
doing  30,  you  were  doing  30.  Case 
dismissed.” 

Girl:  “It’s  an  outrage.  We  sure 

got  a raw  deal  here.  I’m  going  to  warn 
everyone  of  my  friends  never  to  come 
here.” 

Judge:  “Take  it  easy  or  I’ll  take 

away  your  driving  license.” 

Boy : “ We  haven’t  got  any.  Neither 
of  us.” 

Judge:  “Well  I couldn’t  take  it 

away  from  you  then,  could  I?” 
“Listen,  will  you  get  out  of  here?” 
Girl:  “Police  brutality!” 

— California  Pelican. 


I put  my  faith  and  trust  in  you, 

I thought  I could  rely. 

But  now  I’m  disillusioned — 

I wish  that  I might  die. 

I made  you  my  ideal,  you  see. 

And  so  I copied  you. 

1 should  have  copied  someone  else — 
Now  I am  flunking,  too. 

— Columns. 


- 5-6uh , uh-S  -9-woof-woof — out! 
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TERRAPIN  INN 

(Next  to  A 0 II  House) 

Full  Cou  rse  Steak  Dinners 
55  c 

DELICIOUS  SANDWICHES 
Del  iveries  anytime,  no  extra  cost 
Phone  Berwyn  370 


A woman’s  as  old  as  she  looks. 

And  a man’s  old  when  he  stops  looking. 

—Owl. 


“Yellow  gold  fraternity  pin,  lost  in  Palm  Ceia,  or  Myrtle 
Hill  Cemetery.  Phone  H-44321.  Reward.” 

— Tampa  Tribune. 

And  there  lies  love. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Ko\  of  Fife  Savers 

★ 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here's  a prize  contest  where  your  funny-bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane  wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  is 
reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

. . . This  month's  winner  is 
JOHN  EDWARDS,  ’3? 
who  perpetuated  the  following: 

“How  does  it  happen  you’re  up  so  early  mornings?” 
“ I have  to  get  in  town  early  to  find  a parking  space.” 
“What  do  you  do  with  all  that  extra  time  there?” 
“Catch  a street  car  home  and  have  breakfast.” 


THE  GREAT  TURTLEBACK  MYSTERY 

{Continued  from  page  6) 

“We  wish  to  see  Mr.  Grogan,”  said  Pants  when  the 
door  was  finally  opened. 

“Got  an  appointment?” 

“No.” 

“Can’t  let  you  in.” 

“But  this  is  highly  important,  we  must  see  him.” 
“Who  is  it,”  called  out  a voice  which  proved  to  be 
Grogan’s. 

“Just  a couple  of  Twerps,”  returned  the  man.” 

“Show  them  in,”  returned  Grogan,  “I’ll  take  care  of 
’em.” 

The  detective  walked  slowly,  into  a large  room  where 
they  came  face  to  face  with  a rough  looking  individual  who 
was  Grogan. 

“Mr.  Grogan,  I presume,”  said  Philco. 

“ Well  if  it  ain't  the  three  Rover  boys,”  returned  Grogan. 
“What  do  you  want.” 

“Have  y-y-you  seen  a man  b-b-by  the  name  of  Taxi,” 
stuttered  Pants. 

“No  I ain't,”  yelled  Grogan.  “What  do  you  think  this 
is,  a nursery.” 

“Perhaps  were  not  wanted,”  whispered  the  Commis- 
sioner. “Maybe  we  had  better  go.” 

“Maybe  ya  had,”  scowled  Grogan,  and  pretty  quick.” 
An  hour  later  found  the  little  party  gathered  once  more 
in  the  Turtleback  office.  “I’m  afraid  we’re  licked,” 
moaned  Beef. 

“There’s  one  thing  that  puzzles  me,”  broke  in  Philco. 
“It’s  the  peculiar  smell  of  this  room.  So  romantic — like 
the  dew  softened  roses  of  spring — or  the  bridal  head-dress 
of  Princess  Karess,  whose  husband  Pharoah  III  was  the 
first  owner  of  the  “Pharey  Weekly.” 

Once  again  the  mystic  aroma  soothed  the  nostrils  of  the 
world’s  famous  detective.  “Ah,”  he  sighed,  “the  tele- 
phone booth.  The  odor  is  diffusing  from  there.” 

Swiftly  he  strode  to  the  booth  and  pulled  open  the  door. 
Philco  exhaled  an  amazed,  “Ah,”  for  there,  slumped  in 
the  booth  with  the  receiver  in  one  hand  was  Taxi,  uncon- 
scious but  still  breathing  out  a strong  odor  of  juniper  oil 
and  shellac.  “Ho  Ho,”  cried  Pants  lifting  a half  empty 
bottle  from  Taxi’s  hand  “I  shall  have  to  get  at  the  bottom 
of  this.  Just  what  I thought.  Last  night  Taxi  called 
Senator  Bullfinch.  The  Senator  invited  Taxi  to  go  for  a 
ride  over  to  Grogans.  Taxi  said  that  he  would  pick  him 
up  if  it  was  the  last  thing  that  he  ever  did.  But  he  never 
made  that  call.  When  he  shut  the  door  of  the  booth  the 
fumes  from  that  bottle  in  there  overcame  him.” 

“Gee,”  sighed  Beef,  “I  wish  I were  a great  detective 
like  you.  How  did  you  solve  the  mystery?” 

“Why,  it  was  easy,”  replied  Philco,  “I  just  brought  a 
bunch  of  celery  along.  With  that  it  was  easy  to  stalk 
my  prey.” 
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WE  NOMINATE  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  1) 

dramatic  form  in  certain  passages,  from  which  one  or  the 
other  of  two  evils  result.  Either  the  thoughts  and  diction 
are  different  from  that  of  the  writer,  and  then  there  arises 
an  incongruity  of  style;  or  they  are  the  same  and  indis- 
tinguishable, and  then  it  presents  a species  of  ventrilo- 
quism, where  there  are  two  represented  as  talking  while  in 
truth  only  one  speaks”  . . . latter  gets  up  very  early  to  wait 
for  the  postman  loaded  down  with  fan  letters  . . . meets 
former  there  . . . when  a plane  zooms  overhead  both  look 
upward  and  say  “Zizz”  . . . both  eat  spinach  but  take  no 
stock  in  its  health  producing  qualities  . . . former  famed  as 
cartoonist . . . hands  used  to  pound  a typewriter  in  clothing 
shop  . . . started  art  career  by  “drawing  hearts  and  initials 
on  wet  sandy  beach”  . . . grooms  his  hands  with  glycerin 
and  rose  water  . . . occasionally  with  olive  oil  . . . bouquets 
to  both  for  liking  cooking  . . . but  hating  dishwashing  . . . 
and  why  shouldn't  they? 

• CARLISLE  HLMELSIXE  . . . ERI- 
TOR-IX-CH IEF  DIAMOXDRALK . . . 

It  is  rumored  that  this  person  is  really  on  the  campus. 

• MISS  IpEIKALIMAE  schuh  . . . 
MR.  PAUL  WISE  . . . PREXY  KK U 
. . . EDITOR  TERR  APIA  (RE- 
SPECTIVELY) . . . FIXERS  . . . the  lady 

always  griping  about  the  general  order  of  things  . . . 
constantly  suggesting  improvements  in  decorum  of  human 
race  . . . once  seen  to  smile  by  an  old  man  . . . now  dead  . . . 
story  never  verified  . . . has  pleasure  in  crumbling  crackers 
in  beds  of  sorority  sisters  . . . that’s  how  elected  . . . never 
speaks  to  sisters  and  is  trying  to  induce  national  office  of 
fraternity  to  inculcate  the  “ no-speaking-to-sorority- 
sisters”  idea  into  the  constitution  . . . the  gentleman 
gained  renown  by  once  nursing  flea  circus  . . . started  in 
field  of  oratory  in  effort  to  disprove  statement  that 
“silence  is  golden"  . . . often  seen  rolling  stone  down 
College  Avenue  trying  to  gather  moss  . . . failed  . . . when 
quizzed  on  this  matter  said  “I  will  not  try,  try  again”  . . . 
former  and  latter  often  seen  together  . . . enjoy  great 
displeasure  of  each  other’s  company  . . . were  only  once 
unhappy  . . . couldn't  start  argument  because  both  dis- 
liked same  thing  . . . both  happily  sad. 

(Note  to  Editor: 

If  there  he  some  left-over  space  on  an  old , used  page,  please 
insert  the  following. 

J . G.  S.,  Hart.) 

tom  birmingham  . . . president  student  government 
association  . . . politician  . . . doesn't  know  elections  are 


over  . . . syndicate  . . . and  branch  campaign  offices 
still  operating  in  this  country  . . . Patagonia  . . . France  . . . 
Gobi  Desert  . . . et  cetera  . . . since  beginning  of  campaign 
has  ceased  manufacture  of  fake  tooth-picks  . . . father  now 
handles  this  . . . for  awhile  . . . once  broke  a forehead  bone 
boxing  . . . platform  includes  many  campus  reforms  . . . 
believes  also  that  he  will  answer  students  cry  for  pool  . . . 
will  try  to  make  one  large  lake  out  of  campus  (in  place  of 
buildings)  and  put  tent  over  it  . . . ambition  is  to  retire  for 
life  upon  graduation  from  college  . . . lie'll  do  it  . . . turned 
his  back  on  $60,000  per  year  job  to  enter  school  politics  . . . 
just  loves  to  go  to  class  in  spare  time  . . . bars  girls  . . . 
when  asked  whether  he  thought  it  was  wrong  for  students 
to  cut  the  campus  . . . answered  “Yes,  and,  then  again, 
No.” 

Soft  shoulders 
Dangerous  curves 
Men  at  work 
Danger 

Look  out  for  children. 

— Stooge. 
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WE  WANT 

Letters  from  the  student  body  commenting  on  the  merits  or 
demerits  of  Edgeworth,  Jr.,  Smoking  tobacco,  as  advertised 
elsewhere  in  these  pages.  The  letters  should  be  no  more 
than  150  words  in  length.  They  should  be  submitted  before 
April  29,  and  a prize  of  one  dollar  will  be  pa  id  for  those  letters 
selected  by  the  Business  Manager.  Try  a can  of  Edgeworth, 
Jr.,  write  us  of  the  result,  and  enclose  the  letter  in  the  empty 
tin. 

Address:  EDGEWORTH  JR.  CONTEST 

BOX  794 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 


Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 


3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 
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ANSWERS  TO  KWESTIONNAIRE  ON  PAGE  5 

1.  The  real  bust  is  Senator  Morrill. 

2.  We  took  the  trouble  to  look,  why  can’t  you? 

3.  Forget  Leishear  and  Garner  and  you're  probably  right. 

4.  This  answer  is  really  good,  but  we  can’t  print  it. 

5.  Sorry,  but  we’re  too  biased  to  answer  this  one. 

(5.  To  get  to  the  other  side  of  the  road. 

7.  We  think  it’s  over  the  New  Line,  but  then  we  haven’t 

been  up  to  the  KD  house  recently. 

8.  They're  in  the  Library  during  the  day,  but  the  Theta 

Chis  have  been  seeing  quite  a bit  of  them  at  night 
of  late. 

!).  Sid  McFerrin  gave  the  correct  answer  to  this  one  at 
the  recent  tapping  ceremonies.  We  refer  you  to  him. 

10.  This  elevator  question  was  just  put  in  to  raise  the  tone 

of  the  magazine. 

11.  As  Eugene  O'Neill  has  said,  “Ah,  Hagerstown.” 

12.  To  get  to  the  other  side  of  the  road. 

13.  Hunt  and  the  College  of  Education  cooperate. 

14.  Sorry,  but  we  were  in  Baltimore  that  night. 

15.  Fooled  you  again ! It  is  Lou  Ennis. 

10.  Being  the  youngest  of  the  lot,  it  was  named  after  all 
of  them. 

17.  Censored. 

18.  To  get  to  the  other  side  of  the  road. 

19.  We  can’t  answer  this  one;  there’s  a Lohr  against  it. 

20.  And  we're  really  not  qualified  to  answer  this  one. 

IN  THE  GAY  NINETIES 

(Continued  from  page  If) 

Excitedly  he  searched  the  purse  for  some  identity  of  its 
real  owner.  There  was  nothing — except  the  amazing  sum 
of  two  hundred  and  ten  dollars  in  large  bills,  tens  and 
twenties. 

Neither  could  do  real  justice  to  the  splendid  dinner  Tom 
served  them  and  as  soon  as  they  could  decently  leave,  the 
guilty  Nelsons  hurried  to  the  bank.  Knowing  him  well, 
the  officials  believed  Elmer’s  story.  The  money  was 
deposited  in  the  name  of  X-Unknown.  Advertising  and 
inquiry  failed  to  find  its  owner.  Perhaps  it  was  stolen 
money — for  what  honest  person  would  carry  such  a large 
sum  in  the  Gay  Nineties. 

That  same  afternoon  a thoroughly  chastened  Elmer 
went  meekly  along  and  helped  his  wife  select  a lovely  pair 
of  bicycle  stockings  and  still  later  and  still  very  meek  he 
helped  her  pedal  a bicycle  built  for  two  many  weary  miles 
through  the  brown  November  hills.  The  following 
Monday,  Victoria  confided  to  her  dearest  friend,  Jennie 
Blue,  that  the  ride  had  caused  her  to  lose  three  precious 
pounds.  But  she  didn’t  tell  Elmer. 
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M costumes  to  order  costumes  shipped  everywhere  M 

TELEPHONE  VERNON  3473 

1 A.  T.  JONES  & SONS  1 

Since  1868 

1 COSTUMES  | 

Mask  Balls  ....  Dress  Suits 
Theatricals Operas 

| 823  N.  Howard  Street  Baltimore,  Md.  | 
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COLLEGE  BAR-B 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


-Q 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


You’ll  make  your 
” Eight-Twenties ” with  a 

SCHICK 
RHY  SHAVER 

A time  saver  if  ever  there  was  one. 
No  brush,  no  soap,  no  water,  no 
blades.  Just  plug  in  and  start  shav- 
ing. And  it  won’t  eut  or  irritate 
your  skin.  Mail  orders  filled.  $15. 

HOCHSCHILD 
KOI  IN  & CO. 


When  in  need  of"' 

GOWNS.  HOOD  and  CAPS 

for  your  graduation,  the  climax  of  your  college  career, 
be  sure  that  you  receive  authentic  regalia,  made  by 

America’s  oldest  and  largest  manufacturer 

COTRELL  and  LEONARD 

Est.  1832  ALBANY,  N.  Y.  Inc  1934 
Student's  Supply  Store  Local  Representative 


My  writin's  got  me  in  a jam 
My  profs  don't  know  how  smart  I am 
I'll  remedy  this  condition  deplorable 
I'll  buy  an  Underwood  Champion  Portable. 

Smart  student — will  get  more  work 
done  neater,  faster  and  have  more 
time  for  fun. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 
Company 

Room  228  Homer  Bldg.,  13th  and  F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Sales  and  Service  Everywhere 


and  Chesterfields 
are  usually  there 


they’re  mild  and  yet 


'c)  1936,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co 
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One 


“Sir,  the  navigator  says  a storm  is 
coming  up.” 

“Is  the  barometer  falling?” 

“I  don’t  think  so,  sir." 

“How’s  the  thermometer?” 

“As  well  as  could  be  expected,  sir.” 
“Then  how  does  he  know  that  a 
storm’s  coming  up?” 

“His  corns  hurt,  sir.” 

— Annapolis  Log. 


Humpty  Dumpty  sat  on  the  wall 
Humpty  Dumpty  had  a big  fall 
All  the  King’s  horses  and  all  the  King's 
men 

Came  riding  by  on  side-saddles — the 
sissies. 

— Log. 


You  would  not  pan 
The  jokes  we  use 
Could  you  but  see 
Those  we  refuse ! ! ! 

— Puppet. 


“ Shut  up!  Papa's  doing  his  P.  W.  A.  work." 


Awgwan 


When  does  Father 
Coughlin  find 
Time  to  turn 
His  busy  mind 
To  his  shepherd, 

To  his  rod. 

To  his  ever-patient  God? 

— California  Pelican. 


“I  just  saw  a beautiful  girl  having 
trouble  with  her  car  back  up  that 
country  road  a-ways.” 

“Well,  why  didn't  you  stop  and  ask 
her  if  you  could  help?” 

“I  would  have,  but  darn  the  luck, 
I don't  know  anything  about  autos.” 
— Penn  Punch  Bowl. 


By  all  indications  most  college 
humor  magazines  should  buy  only  one 
stock:  U.  S.  Steal. 


THEN,  AS  NOW,  ENTIRE  FAMILIES 
WERE  EMPLOYED  IN  THE  DIGGING, 
DYEING,  AND  MAKING  OF  BRIAR 
PIPES.  SELDOM  IS  MORE  THAN 
A FOURTH  OF  THE  ROOT 
USABLE 


SO  YOU  SEE,  THE 


BRIAR,  AS  WE 
KNOW  IT,  IS 
REALLY  A 

Modern  pipe 


LIKE  PRINCE  I 
X ALBERT,  A 

modern  smoke 

TO  SUIT  MODERN 
TASTES  AND  THE 
MODERN  POCKET- 
BOOK?  EH,  JUDGE? 

V 


EXPECT  P.  A.  TO  HIT  THE  JOY  NOTE! 


Men,  don’t  put  off  trying  Prince 
Albert.  It  is  mild  and  mellow  — 
wonderful  in  flavor— too  good  to 
miss!  Smoke  20  pipefuls  at  our  risk. 
Whiff  its  fragrance.  Note  how  cool 
and  long-burning  each  pipeful  is. 
Enjoy  steady  pipe  smoking  that  does 


OUR 


not  bite  the  tongue.  So  join  up  to- 
day with  the  world’s  biggest  group 
of  contented  pipe  smokers  — the 
Prince  Albert  fans!  You  risk  noth- 
ing. P.  A.  has  to  please  you.  Special 
note  for  “makin's”  smokers  — P.  A. 
makes  grand  roll-your-own  cigarettes. 


SMOKERS 


OFFER  TO  PIPE 

“ You  must  be  pleased” 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 

plus  postage.  ( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


# plUS  postage.  (Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  C 

Prince  Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE! 


pipefuls  of 
fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


o 
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DEDICATION 

To  the  brotherhood  of  collegiate  humorists,  who  search  elusive 
inspiration  for  months,  who  travail  laboriously  with  pen,  brush, 
and  typewriter  enchaining  fancy  with  words  and  lines,  and  who, 
for  all  their  trouble,  are  only  laughed  at.  Any  way,  the  following 
magazines  are  represented  in  this  Exchange  issue  of  the  OLD  LINE: 


Penn  Punch  Bowl 
Wabash  Caveman 
Cornell  Widow 
Princeton  Tiger 
Nebraska  Awgwan 
Penn  State  Froth 

M.  I.  T.  Voodoo 
Carolina  Buccaneer 
Indiana  Bored  Walk 
Yale  Record 
Harvard  Lampoon 
Colorado  Dodo 
Texas  Ranger 
Esquire 

Sewanee  Mountain  Goat 
Carnegie  Puppet 
Temple  Owl 
Rice  Owl 

West  Point  Pointer 
Annapolis  Log 
California  Pelican 
Wisconsin  Octopus 

N.  C.  State  Wataugan 
Chicago  Phoenix 
Northwestern  Purple  Parrot 
Stanford  Chaparral 
Drexel  Drexerd 


■ruo-Dnv^ 


Life 

Utah  Humbug 


Caveman 


Four 
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THE  CURSE  OF  THE  RUMPLE  WITS 

One  fine  spring  afternoon  in  the  early  years  of  the  18th 
century,  Baron  Rumplewit  was  spurring  his  roan  mare 
down  a shadowy  path  on  his  country  estate.  Suddenly  a 
gypsy  woman,  old  and  picturesque,  appeared  from  the 
underbrush  and  grasped  his  bridle.  The  baron  casually 
tossed  her  a shilling. 

“Only  a shilling?”  screamed  the  hag.  “Only  a shilling? 
Curse  ye  for  your  parsimony,  Baron  Rumplewit!  Curse 
ye  and  your  son  and  your  son’s  son,  and  every  child  born 
in  your  castle  to  the  seventh  generation!  The  gypsy’s 
curse  be  upon  ye!” 

The  baron  paid  no  attention  and  cantered  cheerfully 
home.  Little  did  he  dream  of  the  future  that  was  in  store 
for  his  descendants.  From  then  on  the  castle  was  mantled 
with  the  dread  shadow  of  the  curse  of  the  Rumplewits. 

The  baron  lived  on  to  a contented  old  age.  His  son 
and  son’s  son  also  lived  peacefully  and  happily  till  they 
died  of  old  age.  And  so  it  went  for  six  generations. 

The  seventh  descendant  of  the  old  baron,  Luther 
Rumplewit,  was  a handsome  lad,  popular  and  well  liked 
by  all  who  knew  him.  He  was  brave  as  well,  and  had  no 
fear  of  the  dire  curse  of  the  Rumplewits.  In  fact,  he 
hadn’t  even  heard  of  the  dire  curse  of  the  Rumplewits. 

Luther  Rumplewit,  too,  died  of  old  age.  The  gypsy 
was  sore  as  hell. 

— Lampoon. 


He:  Oh,  pardon  me.  Isn't  this  the  men’s  dorms? 

She  (frantically):  No,  and  don’t  you  dare  come  near 
Room  27,  third  floor,  on  the  left  in  the  north  corridor. 

• — Lyre. 
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Customer  in  Drug  Store  (on  Sunday  morning) : “ Please 
give  me  change  for  a dime.” 

Druggist:  “Here  you  are.  1 hope  you  enjoy  the  sermon.” 


A dinner  guest  in  a Virginia  home  was  telling  his  host 
how  to  prepare  ham  that  would  be  even  better  than  the 
famous  Virginia  ham. 

Guest : Place  the  ham  in  a deep  pan,  and  the  first  day 
soak  it  in  a bottle  of  rye  whiskey  and  let  it  cook  awhile. 
The  second  day  add  a bottle  of  Jamaica  rum,  the  third  day 
a bottle  of  port  wine  and  the  fourth  day  a bottle  of  bour- 
bon. 

Host:  (turning  to  the  colored  cook) — What  do  you 

think  of  that? 

Cook:  All  don't  know  'bout  de  ham,  but  it  sho’  sounds 
like  good  gravy. 

— Exchange. 


A man  in  the  insane  asylum  sat  fishing  over  a flower  bed. 
A visiting  Marine  approached  and  wishing  to  be  jolly, 
remarked,  “How  many  have  you  caught?” 

“You're  the  ninth,”  was  the  reply. 


"lie's  so  bashful!" 


— Shipmate. 


T H E O L I)  L I N E 


Five 


• Dogs 

WHAT  could  he  more  appropri- 
ate for  Junior  week,  than  a 
story  about  a funny  drunk  (yes,  there 
are,  sad-for-to-tell,  funny  drunks  dur- 
ing Junior  Week).  One  of  these  funny 
drunks  during  last  Junior  Week,  hap- 
pened to  he  a friend  of  ours  (We  do 
have  friends,  even  though  they’re 
drunkards).  Well,  anyway,  that’s 
neither  here  or  there,  but  it  seemed 
that  this  fellow,  aforementioned,  also 
owned  a little  dog,  which  dog  was  wont 
to  follow  him  all  around.  On  this  par- 
ticular night,  the  little  dog  followed 
him  into  the  Dutch  kitchen,  and  after 
a reasonable  length  of  time  it  followed 
him  out  again.  But  now,  the  little 
dog  was  worried,  for  his  master  was 
walking  strangely  indeed;  it  might  even 
be  said  that  the  master  was  stagger- 
ing! Now,  of  course,  the  little  dog 
was  anxious  to  help  his  master,  so  he 
ran  up  to  him,  and  barked.  Now,  our 
poor  friend  must  have  been  in  a ter- 
rible state,  for  he  went  so  far  as  to  for- 
get that  he  himself  owned  this  little 


dog,  and  he  glared  at  the  little  dog, 
Then,  raising  his  voice  to  a hoarse, 
rough  shout,  he  yelled,  “Get  out  of 
here!  . . . The  whole  pack-k-k  of  you!!” 
The  dog  was  completely  crestfallen, 
but  it  just  goes  to  prove  that  even  little 
dogs  have  to  learn  to  take  it  during 
Junior  Week. 

— The  Cornell  Widow. 

• Alarm 

The  Palo  Alto  Police  are  an  out- 
standing group  of  intelligent,  wide- 
awake defenders  of  the  peace.  For 
instance,  there  was  the  time  that  a 
Palo  Alto  theatre  installed  a burglar 
alarm  in  the  box  office.  In  case  of 
robbery,  all  the  girl  selling  tickets  had 
to  do  was  to  press  a pedal  sunk  in  the 
floor  behind  her  foot.  This  rang  a bell 
rigged  up  in  police  headquarters. 

About  two  days  after  the  burglar 
alarm  had  been  installed,  a gunman 
poked  a pistol  through  the  window  of 
the  box  office  and,  in  usual  gunman 
fashion,  demanded  the  cash  therein. 
The  girl,  before  handing  over  the 


money,  pressed  her  foot  on  the  pedal. 
At  this  point,  however,  the  phone 
began  to  ring,  and  as  the  girl  reached 
over  to  answer  it  the  man  grabbed  the 
phone  himself  and  lifted  the  receiver. 

“This  is  the  Palo  Alto  Police  De- 
partment,” the  irate  voice  at  the  other 
end  of  the  wire  said.  “Say,  do  you 
know  you’ve  got  your  foot  on  the  pedal 
that  rings  the  alarm  over  here?” 

— Curtis  Prendergast  in  Stan  ford 

Chaparral’s  “ Fables  of  the  Farm  ” 

• Genius 

By  this  time  practically  everyone 
has  sorrowfully  learned  about  those 
new  bagatelle  boards  which  pay  off 
automatically;  the  kind  where  you  put 
in  a nickel  and  can  win  up  to  seven 
dollars  at  a crack.  Most  of  the  lads 
are  content  to  drop  a nickel  or  two, 
and  then  wander  home.  But  one  canny 
electrical  engineer  saw  possibilities  in 
the  thing. 

lie  discovered  that  the  ball  in  one  of 
the  pin  games  was  of  steel.  Something 
( Continued  on  next  page ) 


"Hi  Mae!" 
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THE  NEW  LINE 
(Continued  from  page  5) 
clicked  in  his  brain.  The  next  day  lie 
came  back,  and  with  no  practice  at  all 
won  thirty-five  dollars  in  less  than  a 
half  hour. 

Here’s  how  the  fiend  did  it : he  put 
an  electric  battery  in  each  of  his  back 
pockets,  and  ran  a wire  from  them  to 
his  coat  sleeve  to  a small  magnet  in  his 
hand.  With  innocent  waving  of  his 
hand  over  the  board  he  was  able  to 
direct  the  ball  into  the  $7.00  jack-pot 
no  less  than  five  times. 

Education  is  a wonderful  thing. 

— Penn  State  Froth. 

• Pie 

The  great  god  of  greed,  Mammon, 
has  one  real  worshipper  on  the  Prince- 
ton campus.  This  boy  will  do  most 
anything  for  a dollar,  but  his  current 
business  is  to  let  people  fulfill  that  old 
desire  of  squashing  a custard  pie  on 


another  person’s  face.  He  offers  the 
face.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  get  a 
piece  of  pie  and  then  obey  your  im- 
pulse. There  are  two  rates  according 
to  this  madman;  it  costs  a dollar  to 
squash  the  pie  all  over  his  face  by 
hand,  but  you  can  peg  it  at  him  from 
ten  feet  for  half  a dollar.  He  flinches 
at  chocolate  cream  pie,  preferring 
lemon  meringue.  Custard,  however, 
is  the  standard  article.  Business  is  best 
on  pie  nights  around  commons  we  are 
told.  — Princeton  Tiger. 

• Saw 

Don't  spit;  remember  the  Johns- 
town, Lock  Haven,  Pittsburgh,  Wheel- 
ing, Huntingdon,  Clearfield,  Vander- 
grift , Renovo,  Tyrone,  Sunbury,  Har- 
risburg, Spruce  Creek,  Petersburg, 
Springfield,  Hartford,  Marietta, Mount 
LTnion,  Will  iamsport,  Kittanning, 
Wilkes-Barre,  McKeesport,  Binghamp- 
ton,  Parkersburg,  Schenectady,  Lewis- 
burg,  Lewistown,  Scranton,  Montours- 


ville,  Waynesville,  Morrisville,  Louis- 
ville flood. 

— Penn  State  Froth. 

• Black  Magic 

A few  of  the  boys  brought  back  this 
little  dainty  from  a cruise  they  took 
during  the  Christmas  holidays.  The 
itinerary  allowed  for  a night  and  day 
stop  at  Haiti,  so  the  boys  decided  to 
explore  around  by  themselves.  Hear- 
ing strange  tales  of  black  magic  and 
voodooism,  they  set  out,  as  soon  as 
night  fell,  to  investigate.  It  was  one  of 
those  bright  moonlit  nights,  with  a 
clear  stillness  in  the  air,  and  from  over 
the  hills  throbbed  an  insistent  tum- 
tum-tum.  It  beat  on  and  on.  Tum- 
tum-tum-tum-tum.  The  boys,  bare 
feet  in  tennis  shoes,  went  quickly  down 
the  white  beach,  and  frightened,  but 
still  game,  plunged  into  the  thicket  in 
the  direction  of  the  drums.  Strange 
shadows  flitted  through  the  palms,  the 
moon  seemed  less  bright.  As  they 
drew  close  to  the  sound  of  the  drums, 
figures  of  men,  women  and  children 
carrying  torches  became  more  distinct. 
The  drums  beat  on,  and  then  a hymn- 
like chant  was  heard.  A tall,  black 
figure  moved  towards  them,  smiling. 

“W  elcome,”  she  said  hospitably,  and 
pointed  to  the  flag  flying  straight  in  the 
breeze  with  “God  Bless  Our  Home,” 
written  on  it  in  large  letters.  They 
looked  at  her  more  closely  and  noticed 
she  wore  a uniform.  She  was  a sister 
of  the  Salvation  Army.  The  boys  say 
they  didn't  stay  for  the  concert. 

- — Penn  Punch  Bowl. 


A big  game  hunter  went  out  one 
morning  without  a gun  or  camera.  On 
the  trail  he  met  a lioness.  She  made  a 
jump  at  his  head  and  he  ducked.  She 
jumped  again  and  missed.  Three 
times  she  overjumped.  The  last  time 
she  disappeared  over  a little  knoll.  He 
thought  this  rather  queer,  so  he  peeked 
over  the  hill,  and  there  was  the  lioness 
practicing  shorter  jumps. 

— Columns. 


“ Oh  pardon  us  Admiral /”  tiger 


Froth 
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ELEPHANTS 

I sat  on  the  curb  and  stroked  the 
elephant’s  ears  disconsolately.  It 
had  seemed  such  a good  idea  a few 
hours  before  when  I was  absorbing 
gin  fizzes  at  a downtown  bar.  And 
now — I stared  gloomily  at  the  pave- 
ment and  thought  of  my  blasted 
hopes.  Elephants.  Elephants!  It 
was  all  the  fault  of  those  blasted 
pachyderms.  Why  weren't  they 
kept,  in  Africa  or  wherever  they  came 
from?  And  why  did  the  girl  I fell  for 
have  to  have  a mania  for  collecting 
elephants?  Not  real  elephants  but 
miniatures  of  the  confounded  beasts 
made  of  ivory  or  bronze  or  copper  or 
something  like  that.  Little  elephants 
lifted  their  trunks  from  the  mantels 
and  furniture  in  her  home.  Wherever 
you  looked  you  saw  a yellow  or  a green 
or  a pink  caricature  of  the  massive 
beasts.  I'm  not  enough  of  a zoologist 
to  state  certainly  that  elephants  are 
not  predisposed  to  those  vivid  colors 
but  I have  a general  idea  they're  not. 
But  maybe,  I’m  becoming  a bit  tech- 
nical. Anyway  why  should  a sensible 
girl  collect  elephants?  Perhaps  she  is 
a bit  plump  but  all  the  more  reason  for 
avoiding  association  with  the  ponder- 
ous animals.  Why,  oh  why  did  she 
have  to  strew  elephants  about?  Though 
I never  bothered  much  about  them 
until  this  evening  when  I had  the  bril- 
liant idea.  My  idea  was  essentially 
very  simple.  If  she  was  so  fond  of  the 
beast  in  effigy  wouldn't  she  go  into 
raptures  over  a live  baby  elephant? 
The  more  I mulled  the  thought  over  in 
my  mind  the  better  I liked  the  idea. 
Now  I'm  a man  of  action  so  I hied  over 
to  the  Zoo  and  persuaded  a keeper  to 
let  me  give  one  of  his  infant  pachy- 


/ 


derms  some  exercise.  Fortunately  her 
home  is  not  far  from  the  park  and  it 
was  not  long  later  that  I boldly  skipped 
up  the  porch  stairs  with  my  graceful 
companion  and  tiptoed  inside.  She 
was  reading  a book  and  it  must  have 
been  a peculiar  story  because  when  she 
looked  up  and  saw  us  she  had  a very 
strange  expresson  on  her  face.  Unfor- 
tunately just  then  the  elephant  sat 
down  on  a footstool  which  was  not 
very  strong  anyway  and  his  descent 
to  the  floor  was  not  interrupted  in  any 
substantial  way  by  the  footstool.  At 
that  I laughed  so  loudly  that  I couldn't 
stand  up  straight  and  the  utterly  femi- 
nine mind  of  my  love  reached  the 
entirely  erroneous  conclusion  that  I 
had  imbibed  too  heavily.  So  she 
walked  to  the  door  and  threw  my  hat 
and  coat  on  the  porch  and  then  held 
the  door  open.  I can  take  a hint  as 
quickly  as  the  next  person  so  I walked 
out  never,  never  to  return.  So  here  I 
am  on  the  curb  with  my  elephant  who 
doesn't  suspect  that  lie’s  the  cause  of 
the  trouble.  Blast  the  beasts, anyway. 

— Cornell  Widow. 


A lady  is  a person  who  is  always 
thinking  of  others  but  never  forgets 
herself. 


Baa,  baa,  black  sheep!  Have  you  any 
wool  ? 

Yes,  sir,  yes,  sir,  three  bags  full. 

One  for  my  master  and  one  for  my 
dame, 

And  one  for  college  students  to  pull 
over  the  eyes  of  37,473,890  profes- 
sors. 

— Rice  Owl. 


Sentry:  Halt,  who  goes  there? 
Frightened:  A friend  with  a bottle. 
Sentry:  Pass,  friend;  Halt,  bottle. 

— The  Cherub. 


A westerner  entered  a saloon  with  his 
wife  and  a three-year-old  boy.  He 
ordered  two  straight  whiskies. 

“Hey  paw,”  said  the  kid,  “ain't 
maw  drinking?” 

— Texas  Ranger. 


Punch  Bowl 


“ Dammit , / said  to  bring  me  the  American  Consul!" 


Humbug 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Nine 


T1 


CAN  YOU  NAME  THEM? 


T 


Punch  Bowl 


The  average  recognition  is  eighty-five  per  cent.  } on  ll  find  the  key  on  page  dd. 
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“ Remember  don't  admit  any  more  than  yon  have  to." 


Punch  Bowl 
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Eleven 


SNAP  COURSE 

“Watcha  studying?” 

“Soc’olygy.” 

“Hard?” 

“ N'very.” 

“How  many  cuts  y’  ’lowed?” 
“Never  calls  za  roll.” 

“Outside  readin’  and  writ  in’?” 
“Nope.” 

“Called  on  often?” 

“ Once  a week.  ” 

“Thought  there  was  a string  to  it." 

— Cornell  Widow. 


Three’s  a crowd,  and  there  were  three, 
He,  the  lamp  and  lovely  she. 

Two  is  company,  and  no  doubt. 

That  is  why  the  lamp  went  out. 

— Skipper. 


. . . Professor  at  Boston  University 
says  that  New  England  has  more  varia- 
tions of  speech  than  any  other  section 
of  the  country.  For  instance: 

The  Connecticut  farmer  says:  “The 
Hervd  Stewnt  pulza  wheelbarrr.” 

The  Gloucester  fisherman  says:  ”Th’ 
Harvurd  stoodent  pulls  th’  wheel- 

barra.” 

The  Maine  farmer  says:  “Th' 

Harrvid  studdent  puhlls  th’  wheel- 

barrer.” 

The  Boston  blue-blood  says:  “The 
Hawvud  styudent  pulls  the  wheel- 

barrow.” 

And  pretty  soon  they’ll  all  say: 
“ th  arvdstoontpu  lzweelbarra . ’ ’ 

— The  March  of  Time. 

But  at  Harvard  they  don't  say  any- 
thing. They’re  too  busy  pulling  wheel- 
barrows. 

— M.  I . T.  Voo  Doo. 


In  Boccaccio,  it’s  frankness. 

In  Rabelais,  it’s  life. 

In  a professor  it’s  clever. 

And  in  a college  comic  it’s  smut- 
ty- 

—M.  I.  T.  Voo  Doo. 


ETTIQUIT 

If  yore  shirt  tail  comes  out  in  public, 
blow  yore  nose  on  it  and  stick  it  back 
in.  This  prevents  people  from  thinkin 
you  is  negligent  in  yore  dress. 

Whin  trimmin  yore  fingernails  with 
yore  pocket  knife  in  crowded  places, 
be  keerful  not  to  job  people  with  yore 
elbows. 

Whin  a spit t in  in  th’  faar  place,  be 
sure  fust  hit  ain’t  one  of  these  gas  log 
outfits. 

There  is  some  what  sticks  th’  corner 
of  th'  table  cloth  in  their  collars  afore 
eatin,  but  this  is  bad  where  they  is 
mushy  foods  on  the  table  as  they  some- 
times gits  sloshed  over.  If  one  will 
slightly  bend  forward,  grub  usually 
miss  th'  shirt  and  fall  in  th'  lap  whar 
it  don't  hurt  nothin  nohow. 

Pickin  th'  teeth  with  th'  pocket  knife 
ain't  bein’  done  in  th’  best  circles.  A 


burnt  match  whittled  down  to  a fine 
point  is  jist  as  good  an  looks  a dern 
sight  better. 

Don’t  never  kick  off  yore  boots 
under  th’  table.  Varmints  are  liable 
to  crawl  in  um  an’  cause  all  kinds  o’ 
uncooth  disturbances.  I knowed  a 
man  once  whut  got  a rattle  snake  in 
his  boot  that  away.  Never  sayed 
nothing  about  hit  at  th’  time,  but  it 
like  to  imbarissed  th’  hostess  to  death 
whin  she  found  he’d  been  layed  up 
sick  for  a couple  of  days  just  on  account 
of  her  negligent  house-keeping. 

Whin  callin’  on  a gal,  don’t  all  the 
time  be  a eatchin'  ties  or  chunkin’  at 
rats.  She  will  think  you  area  showoff. 

Always  set  up  whin  a gal  enters  th’ 
room.  If  you  jist  keep  on  a lyin’  thar 
she  will  think  that  you  ain't  been 
raised  right  or  that  you  is  drunk. 

— Texas  Ranger. 


Life 

“ Rut  Madam,  I'm  a Union  man." 
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Punch  Bowl 

“Wanna  be  high-hat,  eh ?” 


It  was  night  and  they  were  alone,  shipwrecked  on  a 
desert  isle.  They  knew  that  a rescue  party  would  find 
them  in  the  morning,  but  there  was  a whole  night  before 
them.  Still  they  did  not  seem  to  worry.  They  had  not 
even  tried  to  signal  ashore.  They  watched  the  mellow 
moon  rise  mystically  out  of  the  water  and  they  sighed. 
They  were  young  and  this  was  romantic.  Finally,  George 
spoke  softly:  “Have  you  got  another  match,  Frank?  My 
pipe  is  out.” 

— Puppet. 


Taken  from  a Freshman  placements  test  paper.  A 
morality  play  is  a play  in  which  the  characters  are  goblins, 
virgins,  ghosts  and  other  supernatural  creatures. 

— Wataugan. 


Armor  Smith:  “Sire,  I have  come  to  collect  the  money 
for  that  last  suit  of  armor.” 

Knight:  “Odds  Bodkins,  knave,  how  didst  thou  get 

into  my  castle?” 

Armor  Smith:  “It  was  easy,  sire,  I caught  your  gate- 
keeper with  his  bridges  down.” 

—Owl. 

Judge  (to  couple):  “Caught  on  a park  bench,  eh? 

What  are  your  names?” 

He:  “Ben  Petten.” 

She:  “Anne  Howe.” 


It  was  in  the  women’s  wear  department,  that  holy  of 
holies  where  man  feels  completely  lost.  Timidly,  a male 
sidled  inside  the  door,  and  became  a flushing  rose  when 
he  found  himself  surrounded  on  all  sides  with  “unmen- 
tionables.” 

Supercilious  clerks  stared  haughtily  at  the  intruder. 
Women  customers  turned  around  and  snickered  at  his 
uneasiness.  It  seemed  as  if  all  eyes  were  focused  upon 
that  solitary  figure,  standing  piteously  in  a spotlight  of 
hostile  glances. 

Spying  a sales  girl  near  him,  he  approached  and  stutter- 
ingly  asked,  “Where  will  I find  the  silk  lingerie?” 

Tremblingly,  he  awaited  her  answer. 

She  answered:  “Search  me.” 

He  continued  to  tremble. 

Reserve  Red  ('at. 


© 1936,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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Froth 


) 'cs  I know,  but  the  dollar  has 
devaluated  since  then.” 


Three  minutes  after  receiving  a 
warning  letter  a darkey  appeared  at 
the  ticket  window  of  the  railroad  sta- 
tion. The  following  conversation 
ensued : 

“Cap'll,  suh,  when  do  de  fastes’ 
train  leak  dis  town?” 

“Sorry,  uncle,  but  the  fastest  train 
left  five  minutes  ago.” 

“Dat’s  all  right,  boss;  I’se  in  a hurry; 
jus’  you  sell  me  a ticket  and  tell  me 
which  track  she  lef ’ on.” 

— Exchange. 


Recently  at  a formal  dance  a So- 
phomore discovered  that  he  was  stand- 
ing on  his  lady  friend’s  train.  He  had 
the  presence  of  mind  to  remark: 
“Though  I may  not  have  the  power  to 
draw  an  angel  from  the  skies,  I have 
pinned  one  to  the  earth.” 

She  excused  him. 

— Rennselaer  Pup. 


DOWN  DRAFT 


During  a license  exam,  the  cop  rode 
out  with  a beautiful  and  otherwise 
girl.  He  asked:  “What  is  the  white 

center  line  for??” 

She  thought  a while  and  then 
answered:  “For  bicycles,  of  course.” 
— Penn  Punch  Howl. 


Scene:  The  backwoods  of  Tennessee. 
Two  backwoodsmen  knock  on  door  of 
cabin. 

1st  illiterate:  “Howdy,  Joe;  me  an 
Ed  just  found  the  body  of  a dead  man 
over  there  in  the  holler,  and  we  thought 


The  dean 

he  stuck  his  finger 

out 

and  pointed  it 
at  me 
and  sed 

in  fashion  quite  devout 
you’re  flunking  bad 
I see; 

and  then  he  shook 
his  indext  digit 
underneath  my  nose 
and  sed  that  he  was  hurt 
and  shocked 

at  what  my  grades  disclose, 
and  then 

he  sed  with  wrinkled  frown, 
my  lad, 
look  here 

you  must  bear  down 
and  so  i gathered  up 
my  pluck 
and  sed 
i can't 

i ain't  no  duck. 

— Malieaser. 


maybe 

it  was  you.” 

2nd 

Tennesseean:  “What’d  he  look 

like?” 

1st: 

“He  was  about  your  build. 

and—’ 

“Say,  Pop,  you  sure  got  me  in  bad 

2nd : 

“Did  he  have  on  a flannel 

with  my  teacher.” 

shirt?” 

“What’s  the  matter,  son?” 

1st: 

“Yup.” 

“Remember  last  night  when  I asked 

2nd: 

“With  red  and  white  checks?” 

you  how  much  a million  dollars  was?” 

1st: 

“No,  it  was  plain  grey.” 

“Yes.” 

2nd: 

closing  the  door — “Nope,  it 

“Well,  ‘Helluva  lot’  isn’t  the  right 

wasn't 

me.  ” 

answer.” 

— Log. 

— Reserve  Red  Cat. 

Widow 


“ That  body  building  class  had  a telling  effect  on  Arthur." 


Tiger 
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‘Hell  Maw,  I don't  need  no  shoes  to  go  to  the  Kappa  formal. 


Humbug 
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TERM  PAPER  FOR  (course  number) 

for  PROFESSOR  ( name  ) 

Respectfully  Submitted  By  your  lull  name 

In  the  face  of  an  ever-changing  world,  with  new  developments 
in  transportation,  communication,  and  in  the  industrial  world, 
nothing  has  done  more  for  the  enlightenment  of  civilization  than 
(name  of  subject.)  Humanity  has  come  to  lean  heavily  upon  this,  the 
most  important  branch  of  human  knowledge  more  and  more  with  advancing 
time.  Not  only  culturally  has  (name  of  subject),  been  of  great 
value  to  the  world,  but  also  in  technical  fields  too  numerous  for 
mention  here. 

Although  the  field  is  very  wide,  full  of  dissenting  opinions, 
you  Professor  (name  of  professor)  have  made  your  students  see  the 
material  clearly  and  vividly  and  have  been  a constant  source  of 
inspiration,  not  only  to  me,  but,  I daresay,  to  every  single  one  of 
your  grateful  students. 

If  I may  wander  afield  for  a moment,  I may  say  that  the  time- 
old  student  adage  of  choosing  professors  and  not  courses  has  been 
amply  proved  in  your  case,  although  in  this  instance  the  course 
too  was  of  great  value,  XXXXX  Professor  (name  of  professor). 

In  this  paper  I have  attempted  to  briefly  evaluate  the  various 
movements  in  the  field  of  (name  of  subject).  It  has  been  said  that 
a little  knowledge  is  a dangerous  thing.  Professor  (name  of  pro- 
fessor ) . And  I think  that  the  great  old  poet  who  first  said  that  was 
perfectly  right.  Professor  (name  of  professor).  For  instance,  I have 
talked  with  other  students  in  the  course  who  have  read  hardly  anything 
about  the  course,  and  they  think  they  know  it  all.  But  as  I have 
read  widely  in  field  during  the  past  semester,  spending  many  happy 
hours  in  the  library,  and  under  my  student's  lamp,  I know  that  this 
is  not  true.  Not  that  I have  become  confused.  Professor  (name  of 
professor ) , but  I have  just  come  to  see  the  truth  in  many  dissenting 
opinions  on  the  same  subject.  It  is  like  everything  else;  people 
have  different  opinions  on  things,  just  as  in  the  wide  field  of 
(name  of  subject.) 

To  go  into  the  main  body  of  my  paper,  I may  say  before  I 
begin  Professor  (name  of  professor),  that 


Editor’s  Note:  This  marks  another  step  in  Frothy’s  attempt  to  help  its  readers.  The  paper  above  is  a 

standard  first  page  for  term  papers  in  all  subjects  : it  has  nobly  withstood  the  tests  of  time,  and  should 
do  much  to  pull  up  any  house  average  if  used  judiciously.  Merely  fill  in  the  blank  spaces,  tack  it  in  front 
of  your  paper  and  you  can’t  lose.  It  never  misses. 

— Penn  State  Froth. 
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Buccaneer 

Lad  one  out  is  a rotten  egg!" 


Rusher:  “Do  you  know  that  this  frat  maintains  seven 
homes  for  the  feeble-minded?” 

Rushee:  “I  thought  you  had  more  chapters  than  that.” 

— Longhorn. 


Then  there  is  the  story  of  the  gentleman  visiting  in 
Washington,  but  who  wanted  to  phone  someone  in  Balti- 
more. It  proved  annoying  when  the  operator  said, 
“Deposit  twenty-five  cents,  please.” 

“What,”  he  cried,  “twenty-five  cents  to  call  Baltimore? 
Why,  at  home  we  can  phone  to  Hell  and  back  on  a nickel.” 
“Oh  yes,”  she  replied,  “but  that’s  a local  call.” 

— M . I.  T.  Voodoo. 


“Why  the  sad  expression,  sister?” 
“My  lover  lost  all  his  money.” 

“Well,  no  wonder  you  feel  sorry  for 
him.” 

“Yes,  he'll  miss  me  terribly.” 

— Penn  Punch  Bowl. 


“Did  you  vote  for  the  honor  sys- 
tem?” 

“Bet  I did — four  times.” 

— Carnegie  Tech  Puppet. 


Woman  (learning  to  drive):  “But  I 
don’t  know  what  to  do!” 

Her  Husband:  “Just  imagine  that 
I’m  driving.” 


l/c:  “Define  soup.” 

Plebe:  “Well,  soup  is  just  like  hash, 
sir,  only  it’s  looser.” 

—Annapolis  Log. 


Little  Steve,  six,  was  a blasphemy 
addict,  which  caused  his  mother  anguish 
no  end. 

One  day  Steve  got  an  invite  to  a 
playmate’s  birthday  party.  As  he 
left  the  house,  his  mother’s  final  cau- 
tion was  “Stephen,  I've  asked  Mrs. 
W ilson  to  send  you  straight  home 
the  minute  you  use  one  bad  word.” 
Twenty  minutes  later  Steve  was 
back  home.  His  mother  burned. 
Steve  was  sent  to  bed.  His  attempts 
at  explanation  were  ignored.  A little 
later,  however,  his  mother  softened 
and  went  upstairs  to  see  how  Steve 
was  taking  it.  Sitting  at  his  bed- 
side, she  inquired:  “Tell  me  truth- 

fully, Steve,  just  why  Mrs.  Wilson 
sent  you  home?  W hat  did  you  do?” 
Little  Steve,  humiliated  but  still 
wrathful,  replied:  “Do?  Do  hell!  I 
didn't  do  nothing.  That  party  ain’t 
till  tomorrow.” 

— Reserve  Red  Cat. 


Voice  from  upstairs:  Becky,  is  de 

light  on  down  dere? 

Becky:  No,  fadder,  ve  turned  it 

ouid. 

Voice:  Dot’s  a good  girl. 

— Colorado  Dodo. 


“ How  do  you  like  Duke  as  a whole?  ” 
“All  right,  but  they  ought  to  cover 
it  up.” 

— ( 1 aroli a a R uccaneer. 


“How  are  you  getting  a 

long 

this 

year? ” 

“Fair  enough;  you  see. 

I’m 

an 

agnostic.” 

“That’s  fine;  I’m  in  the  Ag  school 
myself.” 


— Penn  State  Froth. 


Give  me  a drink  of  wine  or  gin, 

Or  even  a glass  of  beer. 

It’s  not  as  soft  as  woman’s  lips, 
But  a damn  sight  more  sincere. 

— Owl . 


2" But  Vve  never  smoked 
any  tobacco  more  than 
half  tcay  down  . . . Yes, 
this  still  tastes  good.'” 

3 ”1  get  it!  . . . 100% 

smoke  from  Edgeworth 
Junior,  because  it's  so 
mild  you  can  smoke  it 
ALL  TUB  WAY  DOWN  TO 
THE  HEEL!" 


A Tin 


YOU’LL  stick  to  Edgeworth 
Junior.  It’s  so  mild  you’ll 
smoke  every  grain  of  this  free- 
burning  tobacco — right  down  to 
the  heel.  Larus  & Bro.  Co., 
Richmond,  Virginia.  Tobacco- 
nists since  1877. 


“CELLOPHANE”  WRAPPED 


GOOD  ALL  THE  WAY  DOWN  TO  THE  HEEL 


i,  _ ufTiAfo  with 

flu*!***- 


1 " More  smoke  from 
Edgeworth  Junior?  . . . 
Wha’d’ya  mean?  . . . 
Tastes  good,  anyway.” 


Twenty 
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Grannie's 


deaf  otherwise , 


Pelica  n 


Don't  you  know  the  Chief  likes  lots  of 
dressing ? ” 


Punch  Bowl 
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“Is  your  daughter  in  tonight?” 
“No,  and  get  out  and  stay  out.” 
“But,  I’m  the  sheriff.” 

“Oh,  I’m  sorry.  Come  in.  I thought 
that  was  a Sigma  Nu  pin.” 

— Purple  Parrot. 


A sick  man  had  just  come  out  of  a 
long  delirium. 

“Where  am  I?”  he  asked  feebly. 
“Am  I in  Heaven?” 

“No,”  answered  his  wife,  “I’m  here 
with  you.” 


Girl:  I dreamed  I was  out  autoing 
last  night  with  you. 

Jack:  Tell  me  about  it. 

Girl:  I forgot  the  dream,  but  when 
I woke  up  I was  walking  in  my  sleep. 

— Carnegie  Tech  Puppet. 


Pocahontas:  “Yeah,  girls,  and  then 
he  tried  to  pull  a fast  one — told  me  his 
name  was  John  Smith.” 


ANI)  DID  WE  FRY  HIM 

The  story  is  told  of  the  Kentucky 
colonel  who  had  an  argument  with  the 
devil.  The  devil  said  that  no  one  had 
a perfect  memory.  But  the  colonel 
maintained  that  there  was  an  Indian 
on  his  plantation  who  never  forgot 
anything.  The  colonel  agreed  to  for- 
feit his  soul  to  the  devil  if  the  Indian 
ever  forgot  anything. 

The  devil  went  up  to  the  Indian  and 
said:  “Do  you  like  eggs?” 

The  Indian  replied,  “Yes.”  The 
devil  went  away. 

Twenty  years  later  the  colonel  died. 
The  devil  thought,  “Aha,  here’s  my 
chance.”  He  came  back  to  earth  and 
presented  himself  before  the  Indian. 
Raising  his  hand,  he  gave  the  tribal 
salutation,  “How.” 

Quick  as  a wink  the  Indian  replied, 
“Fried.” 

- — Lafayette  Lyre. 


Gentleman:  “Going  around  with 

women  a lot  keeps  you  young.” 

Second  Ditto:  “How  come?” 
Gentleman:  “1  started  in  going 

around  with  them  four  years  ago  when 
1 was  a freshman,  and  I’m  still  a fresh- 
man.” 

— Ranger. 


A navy  junior,  upon  returning  from 
Sunday  School  and  being  asked  by  his 
mother  what  he  had  learned,  replied 
that  there  were  ten  commanders  and 
all  of  them  were  broke. 


When  I asked  her  to  wed,  “Go  to 
father,”  she  said. 

She  knew  that  I knew  that  her  father 
was  dead. 

She  knew  that  I knew  what  a life  lie 
had  led. 

She  knew  that  I knew  what  she  meant 
when  she  said, 

“Go  to  father!” 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 


The  college  student  explained  to  his 
parent,  “ I 'm  a big  shot  on  mv  campus.” 
“Then  why  don’t  I hear  a better 
report?” 

— Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl 
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IT’S  MOT  A "OOLO  BRICK" 


When  you  liny  a tin  of 

Edgeworth 

Junior 

More  smoke  tor  your  money — Smokes  to  the  heel 
Locally  on  sale: 

College  Pharmacy  E.  B.  Harrison  Co. 
College  Bar-B V arsity  Grill 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Life  Savers 

★ 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny-bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane  wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  is 
reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

. . . This  month’s  winner  is 
RICHARD  VOLLAND 
who  offered  the  following : 

“Did  you  kill  all  the  germs  in  the 
baby’s  milk?” 

“My,  yes;  I ran  it  through  the  meat 
chopper  twice.” 


Guppy:  “What  do  you  mean  bv  going  all  around  and 
telling  people  I’m  a first-class  idiot?” 

Blowtoad:  “I  didn't  say  first-class.” 

—Owl. 


THE  ANSWERS 

{Continued  from  page  9) 

In  case  you  don't  know  everything,  we  run  this 

key  because  we  do  we 

drew  them. 

1.  H.  R.  H.  King  Edward 

17.  Mae  West 

VIII 

18.  Snozzle  Durante 

2.  Mahatma  Ghandi 

19.  F.  D.  Roosevelt 

3.  11  Duce  Mussolini 

20.  Adolph  Hitler 

4.  William  T.  Tilden,  II 

21.  Walter  Winchell 

5.  Greta  Garbo 

22.  Charlie  Chaplin 

6.  Groucho  Marx 

23.  George  Arliss 

7.  Herbert  Hoover 

24.  Wallace  Beery 

8.  Oliver  Hardy 

25.  Mutt 

9.  Stan  Laurel 

20.  O.  O.  McIntyre 

10.  Clark  Gable 

27.  Rudy  Vallee 

11.  George  Bernard  Shaw 

28.  Babe  Ruth 

12.  Olive  Oyl 

29.  Alexander  Woolcott 

13.  Irvin  S.  Cobb 

30.  Jack  Dempsey 

14.  Mickev  Mouse 

31.  King  George  of  England 

15.  Adolph  Menjou 
10.  Rudyard  Kipling 

32.  Popeve 
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It  was  a very  dark  night.  A mo- 
rosely brooding  black,  its  intensity 
of  gloom  unlit  by  an  gleam  of  light 
whatsoever.  It  was  a terrifically 
dark  night.  Like  an  impenetrable 

wall,  the  dense  darkness  prevailed 
unstintedly.  The  murkiness  of  it 

could  be  felt.  It  was  an  infernally  dark 
night.  The  hours  wore  on,  but  the 
grimly  nigrescent  pall  held  an  (indis- 
putable Stygian  sway.  Cimmerian- 
like,  more  black  than  the  ebon  shade  of 
Erebus,  it  tightly  enshrouded  the  sleep- 
ing world. 

No  doubt  about  it.  It  was  a hell  of 
a dark  night. 

— Temple  Owl. 


A FRESHMAN  S PRAYER 

God  bless  mother  and  father.  Bless 
my  little  brother  and  sisters,  and 
friends.  And  good-bye,  God,  I’m 
going  to  college. 

— Princeton  Tiger. 


‘ ‘ Ford  Beauty  is 
Lasting  Beauty 


Billhimer-Palmer 
Motor  Co. 

m Authorized  _ 
-d  Ford  Dealers  “ 

7 Spencer  St.  Hyattsville 

Greenwood  2057 


My  classmates  pass  me 
On  the  street. 

I'm  just  like  the  dirt 
Beneath  their  feet. 

They  never  nod 
They  never  smile 
My  hellos  always 
Rouse  their  bile. 

You’d  think  I was 
A leper  or 
A big  bull  in 
A china  store. 

But  no,  there’s  nothing 
Wrong  with  me. 

My  clothes  all  fit  me 
To  a T. 

I am  an  ardent 
Lifebuoy  fan. 

I'll  bear  the  gaze 
Of  any  man. 

Where  I’m  not  known 
I am  a wow 
But  no  one  faces 
Me  right  now. 

I sit  alone. 

Alone  in  shame 
And  all  in  scorn 
Deride  my  name. 

I'll  tell  you  why 
My  face  they  shun: 

I’m  the  girl  who 
Passed  Physics  One! 

— Temple  Owl. 


“So  you  say  the  water  that  you  get 
here  at  the  fraternity  house  is  unsafe?" 
“Yeah." 

“Well,  tell  me,  what  precautions  do 
you  take  against  it?" 

“ First  we  filter  it." 

“Yes." 

“Then  we  boil  it." 

“ Yes.” 

“Then  we  add  chemicals  to  it." 
“Yes." 

“And  then  we  drink  beer." 

— Penn  Punch  Bowl. 


The  ardent  bridge  player  made  a 
deathbed  request  that  he  be  buried 
with  simple  honors. 


* 


In  The  Gay  N ineties 

. . The  gentleman  enjoyed  “motor- 
ing” until  trouble  developed.  Then 
he  began  to  work! 

Today 

. . The  gentleman  never  develops 
same  “working”  trouble  if  he  deals 
with  a reputable  garage:  Maryland- 
ers play  safe  always  by  going  to 

CHANEYS  GARAGE 

Opposite  the  Main  Gate 


FOR  ALL  THE 
| “EXTRAS”  § 
IN  FOODS 


EXTRA  QUALITY! 
EXTRA  SERVICE! 
EXTRA  VALUES! 


| Carr  Bros.  SBoswelUnc.  | 

Hyattsville  - Riverdale 

| PHONES:  PHONES:  j 

M Hyattsville  Hyattsville  = 

| 201-202  381-382  | 

Ilium mi I III 
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The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


REAL  MEXICAN  FOOD! 


Chile  Con  Carne 15^ 

Enchiladas,  order  of  3 25t 

All-steak  hamburger,  fried  in  butter  . lOt1 
REAL  MEXICAN  DINNER  ....  50c 


Orders  to  take  out— fine  service — give  us  a try! 

OLD  MEXICO  INN 

914  Baltimore  Boulevard 
Hyattsville  Hyattsville  789 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop  and  Restaurant 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  Chile 


My  writin's  got  me  in  a jam 
My  profs  don't  know  how  smart  I am 
I'll  remedy  this  condition  deplorable 
I'll  buy  an  Underwood  Champion  Portable. 

Smart  student — will  get  more  work 
done  neater,  faster  and  have  more 
time  for  fun. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 
Company 

Room  228  Homer  Bldg.,  13th  and  F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Sales  and  Service  Everywhere 


When  in  need  oC" 

GOWNS,  HOOD  and  CAPS 

for  your  graduation,  the  climax  of  your  college  career, 
be  sure  that  you  receive  authentic  regalia,  made  by 

America’s  oldest  and  largest  manufacturer 

COTRELL  and  LEONARD 

Est.  1832  ALBANY,  N.  Y.  Inc.  1934 
Student's  Supply  Store  Local  Representative 


You  are  always  welcome  at 


HYATTSVILLE  MARYLAND 

Phone  GReenwood  1415 


H>tanbarb 

Cngrabmg 

Company 

0 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 

0 

Printcraft  Building 
930  H Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


It’s  a Mary  land 
Tradition ! 

After  the  game,  in  the 
evening,  at  lunch,  at 
any  and  all  times 
Marylanders  get  to- 
gether you’ll  find  them 
at  the  Varsity  Grill 
newly  renovated.  Your 
school  spirit  cannot  he 
par  until  you  are  a 
regular  patron. 

The  Varsity  Grill 

E.  F.  ZALESAK,  ’25,  Proprietor 
Deliveries  after  8 p.  m. 

Berwyn  300 


Our  Success  Is  The 
Success  Of  Our 
Advertisers 


Billhimer  Palmer  Motor  Co  23 

Camel  Cigarettes  Back  Cover 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell 23 

Chaney’s  Garage 23 

Chesterfield  Cigarettes  . ..  13 

College  Bar-B-Q  24 

Cotrell  6-  Leonard ...  24 

Edgeworth  Tobacco  19 

Horn-Shafer  Company 24 

Life  Saver  Co 22 

Lucky  Strike  Cigarettes.  . Second  Cover 

Old  Mexico  Inn.  . 24 

Peoples  Drug  Stores  . 24 

Prince  Albert  Tobacco  Co 2 

Raleigh  Tobacco  Co.  . . . Third  Cover 
Standard  Engraving  Co.  . . Third  Cover 
Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company . 24 
Varsity  Grill Third  Cover 


"I  saw  it  in  the  OLD  LINE’’ 


END  OF  THE  MAN 


ON  THE 

FLYING  TRAPEZE 


HE  fell  from  the  bar  with  the  greatest 
of  ease  when  the  fumes  from  that 
gooey  briar  got  him.  Won’t  some  usher 
rush  out  for  pipe  cleaners  and  a tin  of  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh’s  peaceful  blend — and  let 
the  show  go  on?  Sir  Walter  burns  slower, 
cooler.  Tbe  air  stays  cleaner,  your  tongue 
stays  calmer,  and  its  delightful  aroma  wins 
any  crowd.  Sales  boom  as  smoker  after 
smoker  finds  Sir  Walter  the  answer  to  his 


prayer  for  mildness  and  fragrance. 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 
your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet- 
er; how  to  break  in  a new  pipe. 
Write  for  copy  today.  Brown  & 
Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation, 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  L-65 


SM0KS 


Our  tense,  high-strung  way  of  living  strains  digestion. 
Busy  Americans  find  smoking  Camels  a pleasant  digestive  aid 
that  helps  digestion  to  proceed  smoothly  and  prosperously! 


ing.  Science  and  common  experience 
agree  that  smoking  a Camel  is  a 
pleasant  and  effective  way  to  assist 
digestion.  Camels  increase  the  flow 
of  digestive  fluids,  and  no  matter 
how  many  you  smoke  they  never 
get  on  your  nerves. 

From  Camel’s  costlier  tobaccos 
you  get  unequaled  flavor.  Because 
they  are  so  mild,  Camels  never  tire 
your  taste  or  jangle  your  nerves. 
Smoke  Camels  during  and  between 
meals  for  a comforting  lift — a sense 
of  cheer  and  well-being — and  for  di- 
gestion’s sake!  Camels  set  you  right! 


The  causes  of  upset  stomach  in  our 
daily  life  are  all  too  familiar.  The 
pressure  and  vexation.  The  endless 
demands  and  annoyances.  The  hurry 
and  rush.  Bills — work— responsibil- 
ity— worry  about  the  future.  Strain 
you  can't  see — anxiety  and  tension 
inside.  Digestion  suffers  as  a result. 

Camels  are  a positive  aid  in  reliev- 
ing the  effects  of  high-pressure  liv- 


LIGHTNING SPEED  has  carried  petite  Mrs.  Ethel 
Arnold  {left)  to  the  peak  of  tennis  fame.  Physical 
stamina  depends  greatly  on  digestion.  "I  smoke 
Camels  with  and  after  meals,”  says  Mrs.  Arnold. 


OVER  664  PARACHUTE 
JUMPS.  Joe  Crane  says : "Step- 
ping our  into  empty  air  tight- 
ens my  stomach.  I naturally  turn 
to  Camels  for  digestion’s  sake.” 


AT  THE  MAYFAIR  ROOM  of  the  Book-Cadillac 
Hotel  in  Detroit,  Camels  are  outstandingly  popular. 
Paul  Fischer,  whose  genial  touch  adds  a pleasing 
personal  welcome  to  this  smart  and  exclusive  set- 


ting, has  observed  that  Camels  are  the  favorite  and 
are  steadily  increasing  in  popularity.  "Aglance  around 
our  tables,”  he  says,  "proves  that  those  who  appre- 
ciate quality  have  made  Camels  their  first  choice.” 


TURKISH  & DOMESTIC  t 
a t 7.'  \ t n -I 


BLEND 


CIGARETTES 


Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
— Turkish  and  Domestic — than  any  other  popular  brand. 
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Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE  ex- 
pensive tobaccos. ..Turkish  and  Domes- 
tic ...  than  any  other  popular  brand. 

COSTLIER  TOBACCOS! 


UNDER  THE  BIG  TOP.  Watching  Miss  Dorothy 
Herbert  of  Ringling  Bros.-Barnum  & Bailey, 
you  maivel  at  her  poise.  Miss  Herbert  says : "I'm 
a devoted  Camel  smoker.  Smoke  all  I want — 
eat  anything  I care  for.  Camels  make  food  taste 
better  and  digest  easier.  And  have  a royal  flavor!’’ 


STOP  PRESS!  A day's  action  is  crowded  into 
minutes  as  the  reporter  works  to  beat  the  dead- 
line. "It's  a life  of  hurry,  hurry,  hurry,”  says 
Peter  Dahlen,  crack  newspaper  man,  "and  a 
life  of  irregular  hours  and  meals.  That’s  one 
good  reason  why  I smoke  Camels.  It's  swell  the 
way  they  make  food  taste  better  and  set  better.” 


& 


BEHIND  THE  SCENES  IN  THE  BROWN  DERBY.  The  chef  is  putting  the  final 
touches  to  a Lobster  Thermidor,  while  within  the  restaurant  proper  the 
glittering  stars  of  Hollywood  gather  to  chat. ..  to  dine. . .and  to  enjoy  Camels. 
Here,  the  mildness  and  flavor  of  their  costlier  tobaccos  have  made  Camels 
an  outstanding  favorite.  As  Mr.  Robert  H.  Cobb,  the  man  behind 
The  Brown  Derby’s  success  and  host  to  the  great  personalities  of  Holly- 
wood, remarks:  "Camels  are  the  choice  of  the  majority  of  our  patrons.” 


Smoking  Camels  stimulates  the  natural  flow 
of  digestive  fluids  . . . increases  alkalinity 


Life  sometimes  pushes  us  so  hard  that  we  feel  too  worn- 
down  really  to  enjoy  eating.  Science  explains  that  hurry 
and  mental  strain  reduce  the  flow  of  the  digestive  fluids. 

Evidence  shows  that  smoking  Camels  increases  the 
flow  of  digestive  fluids  . . . alkaline  digestive  fluids  ...  so 
vital  to  the  enjoyment  of  food  and  to  good  digestion. 

Camel’s  rich  and  costly  tobaccos  are  mild  beyond 
words.  Enjoy  Camels  steadily.  Camels  set  you  right!  And 
er  jangle  your  nerves  or  tire  your  taste. 


Copyright.  1936,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company.  Winston-Salem.  North  Carolina 
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We  Nominate... 

The  Old  Line's  Hall  of  Fame 

By  Jerome  G.  Sacks,  Bart. 


I would  inscribe  this  writing  to  a noble  person  who  has 
toiled,  and  sweat,  and  abstained,  and  suffered,  for  knowledge; 
to  one  who  has  spent  many  sleepless  nights,  delving  and 
searching  hungrily  and  thirstily — -for  learning;  to  one  whose 
pale,  sunken  cheek  is  indicative  of  his  fight  against  hail, 
sleet,  storm,  and  wind — for  wisdom;  to  one  who  has  forsaken 
the  joys  and  thrills  of  feast  and  dance — for  astuteness;  to  one 
who  has  given  the  best  four  (or  five  or  six  or  uh  or  eight  or  nine 
or  woof)  years  of  his  life  in  self-torture  so  that  he  might  mag- 
nify, intensely,  the  puissance  of  his  radiant  personality;  to 
one  upon  whom  the  culture — the  destiny  of  human  ity  rests  but 
. . . THE  GRADUATE.  Requiescat  in  pace! 

• DIPLOMA  . . . IMPORTANT  . . . sheepskin 

article  . . . measuring  about  16  by  24  and  given  to  the 
ladies  and  gentlemen  called  “Seniors”  at  convention 
entitled  Commencement  ...  list  price  is  ten  dollars  . . . 
but  generally  costs  from  $10.00  to  $4,000  . . . depending 
upon  number  and  nature  of  campus  offices  held  . . . makes 
excellent  wall  decoration  when  framed  . . . especially  over 
radiators  where  coal  dust  has  made  its  mark  ...  or  in 
cellars  to  cover  rat  holes  ...  if  grade  of  papyrus  is  good  . . . 
indispensable  in  gaining  position  in  life  . . . this  proved  by 
case  of  Ming  Toy  Abramovitz  of  Pottsville,  Montana 
who  says  . . . “After  I got  one  of  them  new-fangled  things 
called  dirplomers.  Paw  let  me  sweep  the  store!” 

• COMMENCEMENT  . . . TORRID  . . . date  always 

picked  when  almanac  calls  for  106  degrees  (in  shade)  . . . 
farenheit  . . . besides  radiators  placed  beneath  seats  to 
insure  sweltering  . . . participation  in  or  being  witness 
thereof  guarantees  losing  of  three  inches  from  waist  line  . . . 
slim  person  once  lost  so  much  weight  at  exercises  that  he 
now  drinks  grape  juice  and  uses  self  for  thermometer  . . . 
never  lasts  more  than  three  days  . . . and  speeches  abso- 
lutely stopped  at  the  one  day  and  a half  mark  . . . lucky 
listeners  always  able  to  repeat  verbatim  . . . even  later  in 
life  to  grandchildren  . . . faculty  members  fight  to  be 
present  at  exercises  . . . and  some  lose  dignity  over  being 
so  enthusiastic  . . . not  even  State  militia  strong  enough 
to  keep  learned  men  in  line  . . . because  . . . all  want  to  see 
their  “pupils  get  the  proper  start  in  life”  . . . visiting  pro- 
fessors very  prevalent  at  ceremony  . . . Dr.  Running  - 
Water  - Dirty  - Telegraph  - Pole  - No  - Check  - No  - Wash  - 
One  - Credit  - Short  - No  - Graduate  - Dinky  - Stage  - 


Poorer  - Plays  - Iron  - Foot  - Diamond  - Back  Shawnee 
of  Sioux  University  . . . when  asked  “Why  do  faculty 
members  like  to  attend  commencement?”  . . . started  in 
his  own  characteristically  zealous,  effervescent,  highly- 
excited,  ardent,  animated  tone  (with  much  gusto),  “Ugh!” 

• PROMINENT  SENIORS  . . . (Heretofore  unmen- 
tioned): CHOKED  UP  BECAUSE  OF  LEAVING. 

THEODORE  H.  ERBE  . . . happy  . . . carefree  . . . Ted 
as  he  is  called  by  his  friend  . . . liked  very  much  by  his 
friend  . . . and  his  friend  enjoys  his  keen  wit  and  whole- 
some sense  of  humor  . . . vacations  in  large  old  model 
car  . . . says  his  pastime  is  “poking  into  others’  business 
to  help  out  some  way”  . . . rumor  has  it  that  he  is  possessed 
with  histrionic  ability. 

SIDNEY  PILLSBURY  McFERRIN  . . . CAMPUS 
RUN-AROUND  . . . and  imbiber  of  stimulating  bever- 
ages . . . keeps  two  cigars  lit  most  of  the  time  . . . always 
on  a date  . . . takes  them  wherever  he  goes  . . . worried 
last  semester  because  he  had  no  young  gentlewoman  to 
escort  to  history  final  . . . expert  fisherman  . . . question 
most  frequently  asked  him  “Why  is  a fish?”  . . . thinks 
Auditorium  the  “show-spot”  of  campus  . . . when  quizzed 
about  plans  after  graduation  . . . stated  emphatically  . . . 
“I  will  have  a date!” 

FREDERIC  J.  HASKIN,  Jr.  . . . ACTOR  . . . actor 
. . . ham  . . . sandwich  liker  . . . President  of  Footlight 
Club  . . . member  Phi  Kappa  Phi  ...  “I  am  just  intelli- 
gent and  smart”  ...  he  said  upon  being  asked  about  his 
plans  for  the  future  . . . when  asked  why  he  “is  so  popular 
wherever  he  goes”  . . . answered  abruptly  . . . but  sensibly 
. . . “I  am  just  smart  and  intelligent”  . . . hobby  is  spread- 
ing sunshine  . . . and  cheer  in  dark  nooks  and  corners  . . . 
ambition  to  be  “a  smart  and  intelligent  stable-boy.” 

e CREDITS  . . . UNIMPORTANT  . . . unless  one 

wants  to  graduate  . . . approximately  127  of  which  must 
be  accrued  for  the  above  purpose  . . . each  represents  one 
hour  of  classwork  . . . and  . . . two  hours  outside  . . . per 
semester  ...  in  short  . . . forty-eight  hours  work  must  be 
done  to  secure  one  of  these  so-called  credits . . . and  6,096.000 
hours  of  toil  must  be  spent  for  all  127  . . . prominent  seien- 

(< Continued  on  page  15) 
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Well,  fellows,  it  looks  as  if  this’ll  be  the  last  time  I’ll 
have  for  bull  sessions.  The  train  leaves  at  8:10,  haven’t 
got  much  time.  You  know,  there  are  a lot  of  things  I'll 
never  forget.  That  time  I put  shaving  cream  lather  on 
Shorty’s  strawberry  short-cake.  Was  that  funny?  You 
remember  how  he  loves  whipped  cream,  well  he  downed 
all  of  the  whipped  soap  at  one  gulp.  What  a face  he  made, 
why  he  must’ve  spent  the  whole  night  washing  his  mouth 
out.  Then  the  time  I cut  off  Johnnie’s  hair  while  he  was 
sleeping.  He  looked  in  the  mirror  the  next  morning  and 
asked  me  where  I had  gotten  a picture  of  a prehistoric 
man,  and  why  I pasted  it  over  the  mirror.  Then  he  felt 
his  cerebellic  region  and  was  he  mad.  I couldn't  stop 
laughing  for  days.  Of  course,  you  all  have  never  forgotten 
the  time  I took  Joe’s  four  alarm  clocks  out  of  his  room, 
and  how  he  slept  through  two  quizes  and  five  classes. 
When  he  didn’t  show  up  for  supper  the  next  night  some- 
body woke  him  up  and  he  thought  it  was  early  morning, 
because  it  was  dark.  Yes  sir,  that  was  really  fun.  Gosh! 
it's  almost  8:10  I’d  better  be  on  my  way.  So- long.  Say, 
where’s  my  grip.  I put  it  down  right  here  by  the  door. 
One  of  you  fellows  hid  it.  Come  on,  get  it.  I’ll  miss  the 
train.  What,  none  of  you  knew  I had  one?  I’ve  only 
got  a few  minutes.  That’s  a fine  way  to  treat  a senior 
whose  always  been  a good  guy. 


Then  there  is  that  story  about  the  girl  who  turned  down 
her  boy  friend’s  proposal  while  they  were  out  riding  in 
the  buggy  and  later  accepted  him  when  they  were  home 
in  the  parlor.  When  asked  to  explain  her  sudden  change 
of  heart  she  replied:  “Well,  it’s  like  this.  Dad  proposed 
to  Mother  in  the  Buggy  and  the  horse  ran  away  and  Dad 
got  killed.” 


John,  an  ardent  student  of  Phrenology,  was  going 
across  town  to  see  his  “O  and  O”  when  he  passed  a sign 
that  read  “Lecture  on  Phrenology  in  the  Town  Hall 
tonite.”  Now  John  wanted  to  hear  this  lecture  so  he 
stopped  in  the  corner  drugstore  and  called  up  his  “Gal” 
and  told  her  so.  She  was  very  much  put  out  and  started 
to  argue  with  him.  John,  desiring  to  keep  peace  in  the 
family  agreed  to  compromise,  so  he  tossed  a coin. 


• OLD  LINE  • 

Founded  1930 


Vol.  6 JUNE  1936  No.  8 

J.  Gardner  Brooks,  Editor-in-Chief 
Robert  G.  Litschert,  Managing  Editor 
Theodore  Erbe,  Business  Manager 

Routh  Hickey,  Women’s  Editor 

William  H.  Hottel,  Advisory  Editor 

EDITORIAL  STAFF 
Pyke  Johnson,  Feature  Editor 

Evelyn  Bradford  Christine  Kempton  Helen  Somers 

George  Eierman  Ruth  Lowry  Martin  Stein 

Virginia  Faul  Jerry  Sacks  Jerry  Tax 

Mary  Garner  Ruth  Snyder  Virginia  Thomas 

Margaret  Jack  Jeanne  Solliday  Kay  Thompson 

ART  STAFF 
John  Bell,  Art  Editor 

Lucille  Bennett  Phyllis  Bitzing  Bill  Buckingham 
BUSINESS  STAFF 

John  Bowman  Moir  Fulks  Parks  Patterson 

Harry  Dosch  Francis  Henry  Mitchell  Sokal 

Sam  Leishear,  Circulation  Manager 
Elinor  Hopping,  Office  Manager 


Published  eight  times  during  Office  of  Publications,  Pub- 

the  college  year  by  the  lications  Building,  College 

students  of  the  University  of  Park,  Maryland. 

Maryland. 

Subscription  price,  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents  the  year, 
twenty  cents  a copy 

Printed  by  the  Horn- Shafer  Co.,  Baltimore,  Md. 


• • IN  THIS  ISSUE  • • 


We  Nominate 
The  New  Line 
Doing  the  School's  Dirt 
Old  Line  Hall  of  Shame 

Irish  Luck 

Bowing  to  the  Big  Boys 
Around  the  Hill 
Drama  Chatter 
Books 


3 

5 

7 

9 

12 

14 

15 


Three 


THE  OLD  LINE 


• Gloom 

With  this,  our  final  issue,  the  mem- 
bers of  The  Old  Line  staff  bid  farewell 
to  the  class  of  1936.  We  doubt  not 
that  all  its  members  will,  to  a greater 
or  lesser  degree,  regret  leaving  Col- 
lege Park.  But  we  are  sure  that  there 
is  one  integral  part  of  local  life  that 
none  of  them  will  be  sorry  to  leave 
behind.  We  make  reference — with  no 
apologies  to  the  Hungarians — to  Mary- 
land's familiar  Gloomy  Sunday. 

We  do  not  know  which  of  Satan's 
minions  presides  over  t he  meteorological 
destinies  of  College  Park;  we  suspect, 
however,  that  it  is  the  Arch-Fiend 
himself.  For,  unfailingly,  he  succeeds 
in  bringing  us  rain  every  Sabbath, 
rain  that  usually  starts  at  two  o’clock 
and  lasts  until  dark. 

College  Park  on  Sunday  is,  at  its 
best,  similar  to  the  Dean’s  anteroom 
just  after  the  mid-semester  mailing  of 
little  yellow  cards.  But  on  rainy  Sun- 
days it  is  even  worse.  Fully  half  the 
student  body  departs  after  the  Sat- 
urday game  to  Baltimore,  to  Wash- 
ington, even,  it  is  whispered,  to  Ha- 
gerstown. Of  those  remaining,  all 
possessing  cars  leave  on  Sunday  shortly 
after  noon.  Those  few  left  grit  their 
teeth,  fix  their  faces  with  looks  of 
mournful  resignation,  and  prepare  to 
see  the  day  through. 

By  the  time  the  rain  starts  the  Sun- 
day papers  have  been  well  crumpled 
and  tossed  aside.  The  radio  has  been 
turned  on  long  enough  to  prove  that 
the  static  which  invariably  accom- 
panies the  rain  has  returned  again  this 


time.  An  attempt  to  work  on  some 
over-due  school  assignment  is  made, 
but  the  rain  seems  to  permeate  the 
very  rooms.  Hands  stick  to  theme 
papers,  and  the  arduous  work  of  push- 
ing resisting  pens  uphill  along  endless 
blue  lines  is  soon  given  up.  A favorite 
book  is  picked  out,  but  after  a glance 
has  proved  its  pages  strangely  un- 
familiar, even  it  is  thrown  aside. 

Towards  the  middle  of  the  afternoon, 
a few  students  begin  to  straggle  up  to 
the  Library,  where  they  hunch  un- 
seeingly  over  reference  pages.  A few 
more  filter  up  to  the  Boulevard  stores 
to  dawdle  time  away  over  a “coke.” 
Gradually,  the  afternoon,  moving  at 
the  speed  of  a coed  finishing  dressing 
while  her  date  waits  below,  reaches  its 
close.  The  week-enders  return  to 
boast  of  their  latest  exploits,  a>.d  the 
new  week  has  officially  begun. 

• Thumbs 

A new  wrinkle  in  hitch-hiking  was 
displayed  on  the  Boulevard  several 
weeks  ago.  It  seems  that  a group  of 
fellows  from  Calvert  and  Silvester  had 
been  trying  for  some  time  to  get  into 
Washington,  but  had  met  with  no  suc- 
cess. Whereupon  one  of  the  more 
alert  dormites  enlisted  the  aid  of  two 
passing  coeds.  He  devised  a plan 
whereby  the  boys  would  sit  back  upon 
the  wall  while  the  coeds  stood  on  the 
curb,  their  thumbs  aloft  and  daintily 
pointing  towards  town.  When  auto- 
mobiles stopped— as  did  a score  in  the 
first  few  minutes — the  girls  would  retire 
while  the  fellows  rushed  up  to  the 


drivers  and  stepped  into  the  cars.  All 
of  the  motorists  were  too  surprised 
and  abashed  to  protest,  and  within 
five  minutes  the  whole  group  of  boys 
was  on  its  way  to  Washington,  and 
the  coeds  on  their  way  up  the  hill. 

• Bookworm 

One  of  our  favorite  campus  charac- 
ters is  the  girl  who  accomplishes  all  of 
her  light  reading  while  walking  around 
the  campus.  We  run  across  her  several 
times  a week — usually  during  the 
fourth  period — coming  up  from  the 
Boulevard,  her  head  bent  over  a maga- 
zine or  book.  She  estimates  that  a 
really  good  short  story  will  last  her 
three  times  up  and  down  the  hill.  One 
time,  she  confesses,  she  started  a story 
at  the  Ritchie  Gym,  and  became  so 
absorbed  in  it  that  she  was  well  out 
the  back  road  before  she  realized  where 
she  was.  And  she  further  admits  that 
ordinarily  she  can  read  all  of  interest 
in  the  Diamondback  while  walking 
from  the  Post  Office  to  the  Book  Store 
— if  she  hurries. 

• Chess 

It  is  probably  an  exaggeration  to 
say,  as  has  one  of  our  colleagues,  that 
about  half  of  the  average  college  per- 
son's life,  is  spent  in  booths.  Cer- 
tainly, we  do  spend  much  of  our  time 
in  booths,  and  in  varied  ways.  We 
ourselves  have  seen  persons  eating, 
drinking,  -talking,  and  otherwise  en- 
gaging themselves  in  booths.  But  it 

(Continued  on  third  cover ) 
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One  day  an  explorer  in  darkest  Africa  came  across  Tar- 
zan  painting  huge  hlack  stripes  on  the  banana  trees. 
The  explorer  continued  onward  into  the  jungle;  he  re- 
turned about  two  years  later  to  the  same  spot.  Tarzan 
was  still  painting  stripes.  The  explorer  asked  Tarzan  if 
that  was  all  he  had  to  do.  Tarzan  replied,  “Sure,  Tarzan 
stripes  forever.” 

—Illini. 


He  slowly  raised  his  head, 
And  groggy,  shook  it  twice. 
His  eyes  were  bleary  and 
His  blood  was  cold  as  ice. 


He  tried  to  raise  himself. 

But  sank  back  down  at  last — 
His  breathing  could  be  heard, 
Labored,  though  not  fast. 


Finally 

he 

said 

“ Phooey 
on 
that 
8 

o’clock.” 

— Oklahoman . 


One  Sunday  two  lovers  went  to  church.  When  the  col- 
lection was  taken  the  young  man  explored  his  pockets  and 
finding  nothing,  whispered  to  his  sweetheart:  “I  haven’t 
a cent;  I changed  my  pants.  ” Meanwhile  the  young  girl 
had  been  searching  in  her  bag  and  likewise  finding  nothing, 
blushed  a rosy  red  and  remarked:  “I  guess  I'm  in  the 

sa  me  Jpredica  ment . ’ ’ 

— Bison. 


“ Will  the  hitch  hiker  'please  come  up  on  the  platform — 
there’s  more  room.” 


He  was  in  the  chem  lab,  and  the  prof  was  explaining 
certain  reactions  to  him. 

“This  liquid  turns  blue  if  your  unknown  is  basic,  and 
it  turns  red  if  the  unknown  is  acid.” 

“Sorry,  but  I'm  color  blind,”  apologized  the  brain 
trust.  “Have  you  got  anything  with  a bell  in  it?” 

— Medley. 


“When  I was  in  China  1 saw  a woman  hanging  from  a 
tree.” 

“Shanghai?” 

“Oh,  about  six  feet.” 


Jane  Mac  R.:  “Is  it  my  head  on  your  breast  that 

thrills  you?” 

Anybody:  “No,  I’m  sitting  on  an  ant  hill.” 


T H E O L I)  LIN  E 


Five 


HOING  THE 
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I.  Outline  for  a Dirt  Column  To  lie  Written  By  Bob  Baker 

Item  1 — (Jive  Kappas  plug. 

Item  2 — Mention  publication  staffs. 

Item  3 — Same  as  Item  1. 

Item  4 — Mention  Theta  Chis. 

Item  5 — Same  as  Item  3. 

Item  6 — Take  crack  at  some  other  frat. 

Item  7 — Same  as  Item  5. 

Item  8 — Same  as  Item  7. 

Item  9 — (tentative)  Print  a bit  of  real  dirt. 

Item  10 — Same  as  Item  2. 

Item  11 — Same  as  Item  8. 

Item  12 — Mention  Kappas  and  Theta  Chis. 

Item  13 — Mention  Kappas  and  publication  staffs. 

Item  14 — Same  as  Item  11. 

Item  15 — Advance  self  with  some  coed. 

Item  16 — Mention  Kappas,  Theta  Chis,  and  publication 
staffs. 

Note  to  Printer:  Stick  Terrapins  between  Items  7 and  8 
to  denote  lapse  of  time  during  which  columnist  was  out  get- 
ting dirt  from  one  of  parties  mentioned  in  Item  1. 

II.  Outline  for  a Dirt  Column  To  Be  Written  By  Jerry  Tax. 

Item  1 — Give  Tax  plug. 

Item  2 — Shoot  bull  to  fill  space. 

Item  3 — Same  as  Item  1. 

Item  4 — Same  as  Item  2. 

Item  5 — Mention  place  of  employment. 

Item  6 — Same  as  Item  3. 

Item  7 — Same  as  Item  4. 

Item  8 — Boast  of  friendships  with  big  shots. 

Item  9 — Same  as  Item  7. 

Item  10 — Same  as  Item  6. 

Item  1 1 — Brown  some  professor. 


Item  12 — Same  as  Item  11. 

Item  13 — Combination  of  Items  1 and  2. 

Item  14 — Give  Tax  a little  publicity. 

Item  15 — Mention  frat  which  gave  Tax  a free  dinner  last 
week. 

Item  16 — (To  be  used  only  if  absolutely  necessary)  some 
real  dirt. 

Note  to  Printer:  Stick  Terrapins  between  Items  9 and  10 
to  denote  lapse  of  time  during  which  columnist  was  out  get- 
ting dirt  from  party  mentioned  in  Item  1. 

III.  Outline  For  A Dirt  Column  To  Be  Written  By  Dick 
Hunt. 

Item  I — Print  month  before  last’s  dirt. 

Item  2 — Give  Kreiter  plug  (tentative). 

Item  3 — Same  as  Item  1. 

Item  4 — Mention  Kappas. 

Item  5 — Same  as  Item  3. 

Item  6 — Give  freshman  coed  plug  (tentative). 

Item  7 — Same  as  Item  5. 

Item  8 — Try  again  at  Item  2. 

Item  9 — Take  a crack  at  fraternities. 

Item  10 — Same  as  Item  4. 

Item  11 — Same  as  Item  7. 

Item  12 — Print  dirt  left  out  of  Xmas  issue  by  Tax. 

Item  13 — Print  dirt  left  out  of  Easter  Issue  by  Baker. 
Item  14— Mention  publication  staffs. 

Item  15 — Final  try  at  Item  2. 

Item  16 — Sign  name  of  some  one  else. 

Note  to  Printer:  Stick  Terrapins  between  Items  seven  (7) 
and  nine  (.9)  to  denote  lapse  of  time  during  which  columnist 
is  being  taken  for  ride  by  party  mentioned  in  Item  2 ( said 
ride  in  her  new  car . of  course). 


Mary  has  a little  skirt 

So  neat,  so  bright,  so  airy: 

It  never  shows  a speck  of  dirt, 
But  it  surely  does  show  Mary. 

—Dodo. 


“Can  a girl  do  anything  about  un- 
attractive knees?” 

“Nothing  but  grin  and  bare.” 


“Have  a good  time  at  the  party?” 
“Swell!  I feel  awful  this  morning.” 

— Dodo. 


Prof:  “What  is  the  most  outstand- 
ing contribution  that  chemistry  has 
given  to  the  world?” 

Fresh  Boy:  “Blondes.” 

— Bored  Walk. 


“ Do  you  know  how  to  make  a peach 
cordial?” 

“Sure,  send  her  some  candy.” 


Kadiak,  the  Eskimo,  was  sitting  on 
a cake  of  ice  telling  a story.  He 
finished  and  got  up. 

“My  tale  is  told,”  said  he. 

— Banter. 
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GLOOMY  SUNDAY: 
DUCKY  MONDAY 

The  country  was  in  a panic.  People 
were  dying  by  the  millions,  by  suicide. 
On  Wednesday  of  that  fateful  wreek,  the 
the  entire  human  contents  of  the 
Empire  State  Building  hurled  them- 
selves from  the  tower;  also  fourteen 
cats,  sixty-five  emotional  mice,  and 
Furdelmonk,  the  imported  hearth 
cricket  of  the  cerise  lounge. 

On  Thursday  every  surgeon  in  the 
nation  operated  on  himself  and  as  a 
result  died  within  the  hour;  doctors 
ate  their  own  pills  and  passed  away 
before  the  sun  had  set;  forty-nine 
thousand  professors  died  violent  deaths 
from  intentionally  listening  to  their 
own  lectures.  America  was  a suicidal 
shambles. 

During  Friday  and  Saturday  the 
whole  nation  went  stark,  raving  mad. 
Every  possible  means  of  self-disposal 
was  used.  Eighty  thousand  bushels  of 
open  pins  were  swallowed  in  those  two 
ghastly  days.  Every  street  was  jam- 
med with  people,  calmly  sitting  or 
lying  there  waiting  to  be  run  over. 
The  outstandingly  popular  cocktail 
of  the  day  was  called  “Goodby  For- 
ever,” and  was  made  with  equal  parts 
of  strychnine,  sulphuric  acid,  ground 
glass,  and  a dash  of  iron  rust. 

“What,”  you  may  well  ask,  “caused 
all  these  people  to  dash  about  killing 
themselves?”  It  makes  me  shudder 
even  now  to  think  of  those  insane 
days,  but  I will  whisper  to  you  what 
was  back  of  the  whole  thing:  The 

suicide  song,  “Gloomy  Sunday”  had 
invaded  America. 

It  was  on  that  corpse  laden  Satur- 
day night  that  I suddenly  got  the  idea, 
the  idea  that  was  to  save  the  world 
and  bring  America  once  more  back 
to  the  sanity  of  starving  to  death 
rather  than  song-inspired  suicide.  I 
was  sitting  in  the  middle  of  the  street 
when  the  vision  came.  I immediately 
grabbed  a plane  to  Washington  (by 
the  wing,  and  did  I have  a hell  of  a 
time  hanging  on.)  Just  as  I rushed 
into  the  Senate  the  whole  body  was 
lining  up  on  the  balcony  rail,  prepar- 
ing to  jump. 


In  a trice,  I explained  my  plan, 
although  while  I cleared  my  throat, 
fourteen  senators  demolished  them- 
selves. The  idea  was  quite  simple:  I 
would  write  an  antidote  song,  and  call 
it  “Ducky  Monday.” 

While  congress  was  passing  a law 
compelling  everyone  who  bought 
“Gloomy  Sunday”  to  also  get“ Ducky 
Monday,”  I dashed  off  the  song. 
America  was  saved  for  Americans! 

Shortly  afterwards  congress  also 
passed  a law  requiring  everyone  left 
in  the  country  to  get  a copy  of  the 
antidote  song,  because  people  who  had 
merely  heard  the  suicide  piece  would 
whistle  it  and  immediately  do  away 
with  themselves. 

Inside  of  two  days  the  country  was 
normal  and  happy  again;  the  air  hum- 
med joyously  witli  the  bright  strains 
of  “Ducky  Monday,”  people  were 
again  laboring  to  earn  a crust  of  bread, 
and  I was  a made  man.  Billions  of 
dollars  rolled  into  my  bank  account, 
and  a statue  of  me  made  from  melted 
saxophones  was  erected  on  top  of  the 
Washington  monument.  I was  the 
hero  of  the  world. 

NEWS  FLASH:  Mike  Beaglepuss, 
composer  of  the  famous  song  “Ducky 
Monday,”  is  reported  to  have  com- 
mitted suicide  today. 

— Froth . 


Lady:  “Do  you  take  children's 

photos? ” 

Photographer:  “Yes,  madam,  we 

make  a specialty  of  children's  photos." 

Lady:  “ How  much  do  you  charge? " 

Photographer:  “Only  five  dollars 

a dozen." 

Lady:  “Well,  I'll  come  back  later. 
I only  have  eleven  children.” 


Do  you  remember  the  old  saying, 
“A  friend  in  need  is  a friend  indeed?” 
Yes,  stranger. 
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OLD  LINE  HALL  OF  SHAME 


■ 


THIS  month  the  members  of  The 
Old  Line  staff  nominate  for  the 
benefit  of  posterity,  heredity,  and  the 
Tri  Delts,  Robert  Grant  Litschert  as 
candidate  for  t lie  Hall  of  Shame. 
Litschert,  whose  true  worth  is  not 
appreciated  by  the  campus  at  large 
since  he  does  his  best  work  under 
cover,  has,  throughout  the  year, 
written  on  alternate  weeks  for  the 
Diamondback  Hall  of  Fame.  And  it 
is  at  the  request  of  Barnsley,  Beall, 
Brooks,  and  Sacks,  all  of  whom  he  has 
pilloried  in  a futile  attempt  at  humor, 
that  this  expose  of  his  secret  life  is  being 
written. 

Litschert  was  born  in  the  county  jail 
at  Richmond,  Indiana,  where  he  had 
been  incarcerated  for  horse  stealing. 
When  he  was  two  years  old  his  parents 
told  him  that  he  had  been  born  in 
Richmond,  but  forgot  to  say  in  which 
state.  Ever  since  he  has  spoken  with 
a Southern  accent.  After  serving  his 
term  in  jail  he  was  released,  and  on  the 
basis  of  his  past  record,  was  elected  to 
represent  his  state  in  Washington,  in 
which  town  he  has  lived  until  the 
present  time. 

It  was  while  in  Washington  that  he 
suddenly  felt  the  urge  for  education, 
and  so  he  attended  grammar  school. 
After  eight  years  in  kindergarten,  he 
entered  the  National  Training  School 
for  Boys,  where  he  propped  for  Mary- 


land. He  arrived  in  College  Park  in 
1932,  having  safely  eluded  the  Hyatts- 
ville  Police.  When  it  was  found,  upon 


his  arrival,  that  he  could  neither  read 
nor  write,  he  was  entered  in  the  Col- 
lege of  Engineering  and  given  sopho- 
more standing.  After  being  here  four 
years,  he  has  finally  learned  to  read. 

In  his  freshman  year  he  went  out 
for  the  R.  O.  T.  C.,  but  resigned  as 


soon  as  he  discovered  that  they  did  not 
use  the  goose  step.  He  was  also  a 
member  of  the  freshman  baseball 
team,  until  he  was  allegedly  appre- 
hen  (led  in  the  theft  of  three  bases  one 
night  about  ten  thirty  o’clock.  When 
asked  to  explain  his  action,  he  replied 
that  he  had  just  come  down  to  the 
field  to  practice  up  on  his  pitching,  and 
I hat,  besides,  he  had  only  gotten  one  bag. 

Ilis  second  year  at  school  was  spent 
in  building  up  a beautiful  friendship 
with  Jerry  Tax.  This  friendship  later 
blossomed  into  full  romance,  which 
lasted  until  Litschert  discovered  that 
Tax  had  been  two-timing  him  with 
Lou  Ennis.  In  order  to  get  even.  Bob 
blindfolded  himself,  took  his  frat  pin 
in  hand,  and  stuck  it  on  the  first  girl 
he  met.  This  girl  happened  to  be 
Marjorie  Grinstead.  The  accompany- 
ing picture  was  taken  of  the  happy 
couple  just  after  the  pinning.  Lit- 
schert, as  far  as  we  can  determine,  is 
the  one  on  the  right. 

The  motto  on  the  Litschert  coat  of 
arms  is  “Litschert  conscience  be  your 
guide.”  Ilis  favorite  song  is  “I’m 
Putting  All  My  Legs  In  One  Casket” 
from  “ Swallow  the  Feet."  After 
graduating  he  plans  to  become  a 
fisherman  and  a real  estate  agent. 
He  figures  that  this  will  enable  him  to 
achieve  his  life’s  greatest  ambition: 
to  catch  lots. 


In  the  dark  corner  of  the  mountain- 
side dance  hall,  two  hill-billy  lovers 
were  gliding  to  the  sincords  of  the 
Jersey  Jamsters. 

“Billy,”  she  whispered,  “yuh  dance 
so  swell  all  of  a sudden.  Yuh ’re  so 
blamed  lite  on  yuh  feet.” 

“ Well,  I tliot  I'd  kinda  wear  a pair  of 
socks  cos  that  ole  floor  gets  splinters 
in  muh  toes — and  darned  if  it  ain’t 
smoothing  up  my  cloggin.” 


Radio  stations  should  start  off  the 
morning  broadcast  with: 

“Who  the  hell  left  the  radio  on  all 
night?” 

— Reserve  Red  C at . 

“ Are  you  a graduate  student  ? ” 
“No,  only  a senior.  Why?” 

“I  don’t  know  how  you  could  get 
that  shirt  so  dirty  in  only  four  years.” 

— Sundial. 


Lissen:  “What’s  your  idea  of  civi- 
lization?” 

Hurdja:  “It’s  a good  idea.  Some- 
body ought  to  start  it.” 

He:  How  do  you  know  the  price  of 
a shave  has  gone  up? 

She:  A little  beard  told  me. 

— Dodo. 


And  speaking  of  finals 
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IRISH  LUCK 

Ry  LARRY  IIOOVLH 


Louie  the  Dip  hurried  into  the  shiny  newly  completed 
waiting-room  of  Washington  Airport.  Disregarding  the 
modernistic  ash-trays  and  chairs,  he  strode  over  to  the 
ticket  window  and  bought  and  paid  for  a ticket  to  Cleve- 
land on  the  next  plane.  The  Telechron  clock  on  the  wall 
silently  told  him  that  it  would  be  half  an  hour  before  his 
plane  would  leave.  He  glanced  around  to  find  a chair 
which  would  give  him  complete  observation  over  the 
room  and  its  occupants.  He  chose  a bench  at  the  rear 
of  the  room  facing  the  ticket  window.  There  was  a news- 
paper on  it.  After  lighting  a cigarette  and  peering  ner- 
vously around  the  room,  he  spread  the  paper  before  him 
to  shield  himself  from  any  possible  close  scrutiny.  A 
person  glancing  casually  around  the  room  would  have 
taken  him  for  a well-to-do-business  man  whiling  away 
the  minutes  until  plane-time  by  scanning  his  paper.  Calm 
as  his  outward  appearance  was,  inside  he  was  a seething 
mass  of  various  emotions. 

“Must  get  away — Joe  had  spilled  the 
dope — good  racket  shot — cops  were  on 
his  trail — if  it  had  not  been  for  good  old 
Tony,  they  would  have  him  now.”  He 
glanced  at  the  clock.  “Twenty  more 
minutes— it  might  well  be  twenty  more 
eons.”  He  settled  himself  behind  his 
paper,  and  ground  his  cigarette  into  the 
ash-tray  beside  him.  “If  I don't  make 
my  getaway  quick,  old  Findlay  from 
Headquarters  will  nab  me — Findlay  has 
been  after  me  for  two  years — looking  for  an  excuse — well, 
this  is  his  chance — but,  Findlay’s  Irish  luck  wTas  no  good 
against  modern  science — wish  that  plane  would  hurry  up 
and  take  off.”  He  began  to  make  plans  for  establishing 
connections  in  Cleveland. 

Five  minutes  later  a suspicion  began  to  grow  on  him. 
He  began  to  feel  that  uncomfortable,  hot  itchy  feeling 
that  one  has  when  he  is  being  stared  at  intensively  by  an 
unknown.  A pair  of  eyes  seemed  to  be  boring  through 
the  paper  at  him.  An  uncontrollable  desire  to  dash  out  of 
the  waiting-room  seized  him.  Cold  sweat,  like  drops  of 
liquid  steel  out  of  a converter,  broke  out  on  his  forehead. 
Findlay  must  have  got  a lead  on  him.  Slowly  he  lowered 
the  paper  to  eye  level  and  peered  shakily  over  the  top  of 
it — it  wasn't  Findlay  staring  at  him. 

There  were  two  men  standing  by  the  ticket  window 
talking  in  low7  tones.  They  were  both  staring  at  him. 
Louie  began  to  get  that  lumpy  feeling  in  his  stomach.  His 
heart  jumped  into  his  throat.  They  had  him!  Findlay 
had  missed  but  there  were  other  men  on  the  force.  He 
might  as  well  submit  without  raising  a rumpus,  but,  no, 
he  would  plan  a ruse.  He  prayed  fervently  for  time. 


One  of  the  men  had  a pair  of  golden  wings  braided  on 
his  coat  lapel.  He  was  apparently  an  airport  official.  The 
other  had  cop  written  all  over  him.  Moon  face,  iron  jaw, 
and  sweaty  forehead,  all  were  sure  signs  that  this  wras 
one  of  the  law’s  most  worthy  minions.  Louie  wriggled 
as  a shudder  burnt  its  icy  path  up  his  spine. 

The  two  had  reached  an  agreement.  They  began  to 
walk  straight  toward  Louie.  Moon  face  was  still  talking, 
evidently  giving  orders  to  the  other.  Blind  terror  leaped 
up  at  Louie.  Just  as  they  neared  the  bench,  he  sprang 
up  and  with  a wild  yell,  dashed  between  them,  shoving 
them  to  either  side  as  he  went.  The  sudden  attack 
knocked  both  men  off  of  their  feet.  Louie  ran  on  through 
the  door.  The  two  victims  of  his  mad  rush  jumped  to 
their  feet  and  began  to  shout  after  him,  but  Louie  didn’t 
hear  them.  He  was  off  and  away.  Tearing  across  the 
plaza,  he  leaped  into  a taxi  and  ordered  the  driver  to  go 
some  place  in  a hurry.  His  plane  was 
taxiing  up  the  run-way  but  it  was  too 
late  for  that.  The  taxi  driver  looked 
around,  but  Louie  threw  him  such  a 
malignant  glance  that  he  didn’t  wait  to 
quibble.  He  set  off  at  a speedy  pace  and 
didn't  slow7  down  until  he  pulled  into  F 
Street.  Here  the  traffic  was  heavy  and 
consequently  the  going  wras  slow.  A 
green  light  flashed  amber  and  then  red. 
They  idled  by  the  curb.  Louie  was  again 
making  frantic  plans. 

Suddenly  the  door  beside  him  swung  open  and  he  heard 
a hearty  voice  say,  “Well,  sweetheart,  I had  almost  given 
you  up.  Here,  stiff,  try  these  on  for  size.”  Louie  turned 
a brilliant  mauve,  as  he  felt  the  harsh  click  of  handcuffs. 
It  w7as  Findlay. 

“Well,  my  boy,  it  took  me  some  time,”  Findlay  wiped 
his  beaded  forehead,  “but  science  plus  my  Irish  luck  just 
naturally  can’t  be  beaten— ’’Louie  stopped  him  with  a 
stream  of  torrid  vituperation. 

Back  in  the  airport  waiting-room,  the  two  men  wrere  still 
discussing  their  recent  attacker.  The  one  who  had  im- 
pressed Louie  as  being  a cop,  began  to  brush  himself  off 
saying,  “Wonder  what  was  wrong  with  that  fool?”  Mov- 
ing over  to  the  bench  so  recently  occupied  by  the  unfor- 
tunate Louie,  he  pointed  to  the  paneling  behind  it  and 
said,  “Now  you  say  that  this  paneling  is  not  first  rate 
material,  but  I can  guarantee  to  you  that  any  w7all-wood 
turned  out  by  our  company  is — 

The  pest  things  in  life  are  flea. 


THE  OLD  LINE  presents 
the  last  of  the  winners  in  its 
monthly  short  story  contests. 
The  editors  wish  to  thank 
earn  pus  ter  iters  for  the  unpre- 
cedented number  of  stories 
handed  in,  to  congratulate  the 
winners,  and  to  express  the 
wish  that  all  of  those  who  com- 
peted will  be  writing  for  us 
again  next  year. 


— Jester. 


WELL,  CHUBBINS  — I 
LEARNED  ABOUT 
MIX-UPS  OF  ALL. 
SORTS  YEARS  AGO 


ROBBINS,  YOU  MIX  UP  THIS  NEW 
'CHEMICAL  OF  MINE  WITH  THE  GASOLINE 
IN  YOUR  AUTOMOBILE  _ I KNOW  T 
WILL  INCREASE  YOUR  SPEED  75" 


Meet  the  prince  of  pipe  tobaccos  — Prince  Albert 


Introduce  yourself  to  Prince  Albert 
at  our  risk.  Prove  to  yourself  that 
there  is  no  other  tobacco  like  P.  A. 

As  a tobacco  fancier,  notice  how 
P.  A.’s  "crimp  cut”  makes  for  a 
longer,  cooler  smoke.  Enjoy  steady 
pipe-smoking  that  doesn’t  bite  the 


tongue.  See  how  evenly  Prince  Albert 
cakes  in  your  pipe.  How  mellow  and 
fragrant  and  comforting  it  is!  Prince 
Albert  is  the  largest-selling  smoking 
tobacco  in  the  world.  Try  it  at  our 
risk.  Below  is  our  man-to-man  offer. 
P.  A.’s  grand  "makin’s”  too. 


OUR  OFFER  TO  PIPE  SMOKERS 

“ You  must  be  pleased  ” 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  ( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


m pius  postage,  (signed)  k.  j.  Keynoios  loDacco  e 

Prince  Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE! 


pipefuls  of 
fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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BOWING  TO  II 


GIVING  THE  M 


TO  KICK  THI 


Amateur  No.  13  is  Tolly  and  his  Folly,  or  the  only 
living  person  who  can  play  the  mouth  organ  with  a rubber 
pipe.  The  mouth  organ,  which  is  of  special  Egyptian 
make  must  be  played  with  a rubber  hose  because  the  acid 
in  the  wood  harms  the  teeth.  Music  played  through  this 
pipe  is  generally  flat,  almost  as  flat  as  some  of  Tolly’s 
courses. 


As  his  feature  act,  the  Major  presents  big  chief  Curley- 
feat  her,  crooner,  musician,  and  wit  whose  favorite  song  is 
“It’s  no  use  to  sleep  when  you  can  do  something  else.” 
He  is  tempermental  and  believes  that  handshaking  should 
be  for  political  purposes  only.  He  is  from  the  Eastern 
shore  tribe,  and  is  an  honorary  Member  of  the  Speedy 
Drivers  Union  and  Beta  Beta  Beta  honorary  fraternity. 
(I  wish  I had  a Boat). 


Tli  irteen 


• TIIE  OLD  LINE 


IE  BIG  BOYS 

|ULS  A CHANCE 
ONG  AROUND 


The  latest  thing  in  swing  are 
“The  Three  Educators,”  better 
known  as  Dean,  Pat,  and  Homer, 
who  rose  to  fame  when  the  Major 
found  them  performing  in  ama- 
teur college  dramatics.  Although 
they  never  chanced  to  finish  their 
education,  they  prefer  the  stage 
and  radio  to  dry  classics  and 
theses.  Homer  is  the  real  wit  of 
the  three.  Whenever  he  plays 
to  a large  audience  he  always 
asks  if  there  is  a doctor  in  the 
House. 


Presenting  for  the  first  time  in  this  country — Nero  and 
his  talking  Dean.  Nero,  one  of  the  cleverest  entertainers 
on  the  air,  has  with  him  the  only  living  Dean  who  can 
speak  the  English  language.  The  Dean,  who  is  small  but 
intelligent,  is  said  to  possess  the  brain  of  a youth,  and  in 
addition  to  talking  he  can  walk,  sing,  dance,  and  tell 
stories.  It  is  rumored  that  he  will  double  for  Shirley 
Temple  in  her  next  picture. 


Dr.  Steinbeer,  a member  of  the  Major’s  road  show,  is 
seen  before  the  microphone  playing  his  latest  musical 
invention,  the  Symphonic  Slide  Rule.  Dr.  Steinbeer 
believes  that  his  invention  will  revolutionize  modern 
music,  in  that  the  performer  can  tap  out  the  melody  and 
rhythm  with  the  same  motion. 


Fourteen 
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BLUE  and  grey  moods  feature  this 
bit  of  columnizing  for  the  cur- 
rent issue  of  the  lowest  form  of  campus 
wit,  The  Old  Line.  Reasons  are  ob- 
vious. Aren’t  the  seniors  about  to 
graduate?  The  answer  lies  in  the 
respective  offices  of  the  University 
deans. 

Th  is  should  be  a farewell  master- 
piece, not  a record  of  who  did  what  to 
whom  last  week,  or  more  accurately, 
last  year.  The  only  farewell  we  can 
offer  is  a fond  good-bye  to  dirt  columns, 
because  seniors  never  got  in  them 
anyway.  Consequently,  for  J.  Gardner 
Brooks’  last  issue  before  he  becomes 
a member  of  the  staff  of  U.  S.  Steel 
(a  position  for  which  he  is  very  well 
fitted,  after  editing  a “humor”  maga- 
zine for  one  whole  year)  we  offer 
“cherce  dert.” 

• Duets  and  Triangles 

To  Sid  McFerrin,  who  boasted  the 
other  day  that  he  had  traversed  the 
four  year  college  route  without  once 
appearing  in  a filth  floundering,  we 
say — you  might  have  graduated  with 
honors  had  it  not  been  for  “Baltimore 
Bill.” 

All  year  Ralph  Gray’s  frequent  trips 
to  Hyattsville  have  escaped  publicity. 
That  most  attractive  Jean  Hamilton 
has  caused  them  all  . . . A most  sur- 
prising portion  of  dirt  crept  into  this 
column  . . . Charlie  Bittinger  had  a 
date  with  a Virginia  Catlett  for  the 
Publications  Banquet  . . . Willie 
McCook  that  ^'veritable  brain  trust, 
has  been  going  with  Doris  Skinner  for 
nigh  on  to  two  years,  seen  only  at  the 
Grill. 

Jeanne  Homewood  and  John  Weld 
had  some  of  that  double  trouble  com- 


mon to  May,  and  now  Bernice 
Weinberg  comes  in  to  add  more  fuel 
to  the  fire  ...  In  answer  to  a couple  of 
queries  . . . yes,  Peggy  Price  is  going 
steadily  with  a Roome  Gibson  . . . 
Kenny  Mason  may  not  be  getting 
“A’s”  in  chemistry  regularly,  but 
nevertheless,  he  goes  consistently  with 
Elinor  Broughton,  which  proves 
nothing. 

Bob  Slye  graduates  this  June,  and 
what  may  happen  to  little  Quirk  is 
hard  to  predict  . . . However,  whatever 
happens,  two  positions  are  going  to  be 
hard  to  fill,  hurdling  and  company 
sponsor  . . . Incidentally,  the  pin  is 
back  in  that  league  because  of  the 
rumored  interference  of  a Welch 
Smith  . . . Squirrelly  Byrd  and  Winnie 
Kirstetter  will  be  lost  to  this  campus 
when  June  rolls  around  . . . Dot 
Lindner  took  a Lambda  Chi  Alpha 
pin  from  Fred  Zihlman  a long  time 
back  . . . 

An  engagement  of  particular  interest 
is  that  of  Waggy  Lawder  and  Theda 
Wonders,  a couple  of  former  students, 
and  a most  enlightening  bit  of  news 
in  any  newspaper  . . . The  grave  yards 
of  Washington  and  College  Park  are 
full  of  the  men  who  have  tried  to  start 
love  affairs  with  Ruth  Wellington  . . . 
Bill  Towson  and  “Nooky”  Jack  may 
develop  into  something. 

Miscellaneous  prattle  . . . Elmer 
Hennig  and  Tri  Delt  Mona  who  must 
be  riding  high  . . . Wave  Wheeler  and 
Mary  Hennies  . . . Mike  Lombardo 
and  Kathleen  Smith  . . . John  Gormley 
and  College  Park  McCall  and  another 
causing  John  much  consternation  . . . 
Allan  “Debater”  Brown  and  Helen 
Somers,  a clique  of  importance  . . . and 
Karl  Pierce  and  Valerie  Vaught. 


• Tangents 

“The  members  of  my  fraternity  will 
make  no  attempt  at  retaliation  against 
the  Delta  Ditto  Delta  maidens  after 
their  recent  flat  tire  escapade.  We 
don’t  have  to.  They  have  enough 
flat  tires  already.”  This  statement  was 
made  by  the  president  of  Phi  Delta 
Theta  for  publication  in  this  column. 

Morty  Schwartz  gets  our  vote  for 
the  campus’  biggest  bounder  and 
swellest  host  . . . Our  rose  for  the 
smoothest  prof  on  this  here  University 
goes  to  Dr.  Brown  (no  attempt  made 
at  cajoling,  either)  . . . Ralph  Pearson 
finds  it  hard  sleeping  in  that  ’26  Buiek 
of  his  . . . New  Jersey  friends  say  the 
same  . . . Bill  Andorka  goes  out  with 
a widow  (not  college)  . . . 

George  Armstrong  is  no  relation 
to  Jack,  the  lad  of  All-American  fame 
on  a breakfast  food  radio  spot  . . . 
Don't  leave  letters  lying  around  the 
Publications  Building,  that  is  a moral 
for  any  number  of  coeds  . . . We  can’t 
publish  any  of  ’em  . . . The  most 
chicken  course  on  the  campus  is  trigo- 
nometry under  Prof.  Aldrich  . . May 

Day  and  its  queen  brings  back  recol- 
lections that  Dr.  Daniels  married  one 
three  years  ago,  and  failed  to  establish 
any  sort  of  a precedent  . . . 

• Love  Market 

With  June  Week  at  hand  and  any 
number  of  summer  nights  open  for 
possible  dating,  the  following  will  be 
devoted  to  a few  who  are  apparently 
un-sewed  . . . 

Helen  Reindollar,  noted  for  her  wit, 
irony,  satire,  to  say  nothing  of  ability 
. . . Nora  Huber  fits  into  the  same 
category  with  pleasure  . . . wait  until 
( Continued  on  page  18) 


WE  NOMINATE  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  /) 
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tists  hold  that  the  normal  span  of  life  is  shortened  . . . 
one  day  for  each  hour  spent  in  concentrated  mental  exer- 
cise . . . meaning  that  the  average  four  year  student  loses 
16.074  . . . years  of  his  three  score  and  ten  . . . and  will 
call  for  his  diploma  in  a wheel  chair  . . . but  those  who 
repeat  courses  “because  they  like  them”  . . . and  those 
who  are  five  . . . six  . . . seven  . . . et  cetera  . . . year  men  . . . 
are  practically  dead  now. 


Edith:  “I  am  really  worried  about  that  Economic  Geog- 
raphy quiz  1 have  tomorrow.  I should  never  have  had 
this  date  with  Warren  tonight.” 

Coleman:  “You  shouldn't  worry.  You  have  been  all 
over  Warren’s  map  in  the  last  five  minutes. 


Greenhorn:  “And  how  can  we  tell  when  we’re  near  an 
elephant?” 

Bored  Companion:  “You’ll  detect  a faint  odor  of 

peanuts  on  his  breath.” 

—Life. 


By  Theodore  Erbe 

It  conies  nigh  when  the  author  should  like  to  ring  out 
bold  and  free  in  the  last  act,  lash  the  curses  of  the  Drama, 
solve  all  its  problems,  and  decide  its  status  fifty  years 
from  now,  running  down  the  gilt  curtain  on  a perfect 
climax.  We  spoke  of  it  to  our  room-mate.  He’s  a wet 
blanket. 

| | COMMENT  . . . We  have  had  it  in  mind  for  some 
time  to  have  a say  on  the  ethics  of  good  acting.  The 
esthetic  appeal  of  imitating  life  on  a stage  depends  on 
concealing  the  reality  of  those  concerned.  Worse  than  a 
failure  to  do  this  is  to  spoil  a dramatic  illusion  either 
formed  or  to  be  formed  by  appearing  in  public  bedecked 
in  the  costume  for  a play,  or,  worse  and  worse,  with  a 
face  beautified  and  decorated  with  heavy  grease  paint. 
Marylanders  are  far  from  alone  in  destroying  the  effects 
of  their  plays  and  entertainments  by  untimely  appear- 
ances in  their  “play”  regalia.  Amateurs,  like  peacocks, 
must  display  themselves  in  color  and  costume;  everyone 
must  know  that  “they’re  in  the  play.”  Perhaps,  as  the 
best  refutation  to  this  damaging  practice,  we  might  point 
out,  while  ducking  your  tomatoes,  that  its  existence 
creates  the  amateur.  The  neophyte  actor  should  never 
be  obvious. 


| B OPERA  . . . Not  that  we’re  a musical  fellow  who 
knows  the  difference  between  B and  high  Z,  but  someone 
has  not  received  his  due  for  the  Sweethearts  operetta. 
Although  we  wished  we’d  had  a tub  of  sulphuric  acid  for 
that  fellow  with  the  funny-sounding  instrument  in  the 
orchestra,  most  important  for  us  was  a feeling  that  there 
is  in  the  world  a species  of  Forgottens,  composed  in  the 
majority  of  directors  of  college  dramatics.  To  Mr.  Harlan 
Randall,  not  a bouquet  nor  “credit”,  but  plenty  of  appre- 
ciation. This  also  goes  to  Dr.  Charles  Hale.  Xor  do  we 
believe  there  is  a necessity  for  saying  it  with  more  frills 
than  that. 


| CHAPLIN  . . . Quite  a number  of  those  who  saw 
Charley  Chaplin’s  satirical  saga.  Modern  Times,  were 
unimpressed;  many  campus  “critics”  reacted  negatively 
toward  Air.  Chaplin  and  Miss  Goddard’s  pantomimic 
efforts.  Now  when  Stage  Magazine,  according  to  its  cus- 

(' Continued  on  page  19) 
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We  have  decided  to  smash  the  even  conservative  tenor 
of  the  Old  Line  by  a striking  piece  of  iconoclasm.  For 
centuries  men  have  been  repeating  that  lugubrious 
apothegm  from  the  Bible:  “A  prophet  is  not  without 

honor  save  in  his  own  country.”  The  method  by  which 
we  intend  to  break  down  this  century  old  tradition  is  to 
bestow  a little  honor  upon  a local  prophet. 

It  is  beside  the  point  to  mention  that  we  have  been  egged 
on  to  this  by  a front  page  story  in  the  Nero  York  Times, 
a long  column  in  the  New  York  Herald-Tribune,  and  a 
whole  page  in  the  magazine  section  of  the  Sunday  Sun, 
as  well  as  a lengthy,  but  “curt,  concise,  and  concrete” 
review  in  Time. 

The  cause  of  all  this  disturbance  is  a book  recently  pub- 
lished by  Dr.  Harry  R.  Warfel  of  our  faculty  on  the  life 
of  N oah  Webster.  Dr.  Warfel's  book,  Noah  Webster: 
Schoolmaster  to  America,  has  received  far  more  attention 
than  a mere  biography  of  the  run-of-the-mill  sort  could 
possibly  get,  consequently  we  feel  justified  in  presenting 
it  to  you  in  the  erudite  pages  of  the  Old  Line. 

To  begin  with,  Noah  Webster  was  more  than  a dic- 
tionary writer  or  a schoolmaster.  Starting  life  with  an 
eight-dollar  bill  and  a Yale  education,  he  first  became  fa- 
mous for  his  blue-backed  speller  out  of  which  more  than 
a hundred  million  of  our  ancestors  learned  to  spell  their 
native  tongue  and  to  pronounce  it  with  the  American 
rather  than  British  values. 

He  followed  this  with  several  text  books,  mostly  gram- 
mars, which  says  Dr.  Warfel,  “shaped  the  destiny  of 
American  education  for  a century.”  In  travelling  about 
the  country  to  help  sell  his  books  and  to  deliver  lectures, 
Webster  became  a little  discouraged  with  the  prospects 
of  the  American  government  and  is  said  to  have  enter- 
tained monarchist  leanings. 

Among  the  New-Dealish  ideas  he  entertained  at  one 
time  or  another  were  unemployment  insurance,  city 
planning,  and  some  forms  of  forest  conservation.  In 
these  directions  he  accomplished  little. 

He  visited  Baltimore  in  1785,  and,  though  not  particu- 


larly religious,  he  found  himself  greatly  disturbed  by  the 
Sabbath  breaking  in  that  city. 

In  1787  Webster  founded  in  New  York  The  American 
Magazine  in  which  was  included  information  on  govern- 
ment, theology,  agriculture,  and  especially  education. 

He  contributed  to  medical  history  a two-volume  work 
called  “A  Brief  History  of  Epidemic  and  Pestilential 
Diseases,  with  the  Principal  Phenomena  of  the  Physical 
World  which  Precede  and  Accompany  Them,  and  Observ- 
ations Deduced  from  the  Facts  Stated.”  This  work 
seems  to  have  been  chiefly  instigated  bv  the  series  of  epi- 
demics a few  years  earlier. 

Other  books  from  his  pen  are  a History  of  the  United 
States,  an  American  version  of  the  Bible,  and  a Manual  of 
New  Studies. 

The  dictionary,  on  which  his  fame  now  rests,  was  first 
put  out  in  a preliminary  form  in  1806.  The  Americanisms 
with  which  he  defied  the  King’s  English  were  changing 
centre  to  center,  honour  to  honor,  and  the  dropping  of  a 
final  k in  musick.  Some  of  his  other  simplifications  of 
spelling  he  was  later  compelled  to  forego,  but  many  he 
strictly  adhered  to,  and  they  are  with  us  to  this  day,  proof 
that  all  the  English  is  not  the  King’s. 

He  finished  writing  his  first  edition  of  the  complete 
dictionary  in  1825  but  could  not  get  it  published  until 
1828.  When  it  was  published  it  was,  strangely  enough, 
almost  as  popular  in  England  as  in  America. 

At  the  age  of  80  Webster  had  the  courage  to  mortgage 
his  home  for  money  to  prepare  a second  edition  of  the 
dictionary,  which  he  finished  at  the  age  of  85.  In  1843, 
shortly  after  having  finished  his  revision  of  the  diction- 
ary, he  died. 

It  is  superfluous  for  us  to  add  a critical  note  other  than 
to  say  that  this  is  a book  which  is  easy  to  read,  which  is 
about  a man  abundantly  worth  reading  about,  and  which 
has  all  the  evidences  of  careful  work  well  done. 

To  jump  now  from  the  past  to  the  future  we  have  been 
tipped  off  to  watch  for  Surplus  Prophets  which  is  so  good 
(' Continued  on  page  20) 
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WIMER  OF  SPECIAL  AWARD 


—in  a nationwide  contest  among  college  comics  and  news- 
papers. This  special  award,  an  extra  full-page  advertise- 
ment in  your  publication,  is  given  for  excellence  in  the 
sales  promotion  of  the  new  tobacco,  Edgeworth  J unior,  dur- 
ing the  period  between  December,  1935,  and  May,  1936. 

“CELLOPHANE”  WRAPPED— 15^  A TIN 

rriHE  manufacturers  of  Edgeworth 
Junior  congratulate  you  for  your 
outstanding  work  in  the  promotion 
of  this  new  tobacco.  And  we  also 
thank  the  undergraduates  for  their 
enthusiastic  reception  of  Edgeworth 
Junior.  It  is  evident  that  since  this 
new,  extremely  mild,  free-burning 
tobacco  was  first  called  to  your  atten- 
tion in  the  columns  of  your  magazine, 
you  have  found  it  a really  satisfying 
smoke — good  all  the  way  doivn  to  the 
heel.  We  hope  that  Edgeworth  Junior 
will  continue  to  bring  real  smoking 
enjoyment  to  you,  as  undergraduates 
and  in  the  future.  Larus  & Brother 
Company,  Richmond,  Va.,  Tobacco- 
nists since  1877. 

EDGEWORTH 


JUNIOR 
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SHOES  OFF? 

During  a recent  sham  battle  between 
a pair  of  alleged  campus  humorists 
over  the  authorship  of  “It’s  better 
with  your  shoes  off,”  we  decided  that 
it  was  time  that  this  Kampus  Kwote 
was  exposed  and  traced  to  its  original 
owner.  Accordingly,  a thorough  and 
diligent  research  was  conducted  to 
discover  who  first  uttered  these  classic 
words. 

As  nearly  as  we  can  determine  the 
declaration  “It’s  better  with  your 
shoes  off”  is  a derivative  of  Cicero’s 
dramatic  statement  to  the  Roman 
Senate  in  63  B.  C.,  “It  has  been 
deduced  from  a series  of  metaphysical 
cogitations  that  it  becomes  a paragon 
of  delectation  when  performed  in  the 
absence  of  antigropeles.”  We  have 
been  unable  to  determine  what  the 
Roman  meant  by  “it.” 

Following  Cicero’s  stunning  ob- 
servation, we  note  a lapse  of  serious 
thought  on  the  subject  until  the 
French  Revolution.  At  this  time  it  is 
reported  that  the  executioner  of  Louis 
XVI  was  heard  to  remark  laughingly 
“Sure,  Louis,  it’s  better  wid  yer  feet 
off — at  da  neck.”  There  is  no  cor- 
roboration for  his  statement,  which 
is,  at  best,  a perversion  of  the  original. 

The  only  time  we  have  ever  heard 
of  the  veracity  of  this  current  truth 
being  doubted  was  at  the  time  of 
Napoleon's  retreat  from  Moscow.  A 
number  of  his  barefoot  soldiers  were 
interviewed  and  their  consensus  was 
expressed  in  “We  have  reason  to 
believe  that  there  is  little  truth  in  the 
statement  ‘It’s  better  with  your  shoes 
off.’  ” 

Now,  with  this  age-old  observation 
coming  once  more  to  the  fore,  students 
of  modern  thought  say,  “Shucks, 
tain’t  only  better  with  your  shoes 
off,  it’s  lots  more  fun,  too.  So  long, 
we'll  be  shoeing  you!” 


Perpetual  motion:  A cow  drinking 
a pail  of  milk. 

— Colorado  Dodo. 


AROUND  THE  HILL 

( Continued  from  page  Ilf) 

the  sophomore  year  comes  up  . . . 
Maxine  White  is  another  . . . 

Brian  Benson  shouldn’t  be  running 
around  loose  . . . Franny  Jordan  is  look- 
ing for  someone  to  aid  him  in  celebrat- 
ing next  season's  Rossbourg  flings  . . . 
Shirley  Danfroth’s  Theta  Chi  pin 
comes  from  elsewhere  besides  the 
University  of  Maryland  . . . Jeannette 
Schindel  enters  into  this  column  for 
no  good  reason,  and  for  no  bad  one  . . . 

Farewell,  Gardner  . . . happy  June 
Ball  ...  go  gripe  ...  I don’t  like  this 
either  . . . 


You  a college  man? 

Yah. 

What  class? 

1930. 

I graduated  that  year,  too.  Swell 
class,  wasn’t  it? 

Yah. 

You  a frat  man? 

Yah. 

Which  one? 

Theta  Chi. 

Theta  Chi?  Why,  hell,  I was  a 
Theta  Chi,  but  I don't  remember  you. 
Are  you  sure? 

Yah. 

W1  lere'd  you  sit  at  the  meetings? 

Second  row. 

Oh,  that  accounts  for  it.  I was  in 
the  balcony. 

— Sundial. 

Captain:  “Fellows  the  boat  is  sink- 
ing. Is  there  anyone  here  who  knows 
how  to  pray?” 

Preacher  (eagerly):  “Yes,  I do.” 

Captain:  “All  right,  you  pray;  the 
rest  of  us  will  put  on  life  belts.  We’re 
one  short.” 

— Bear  Skin. 


“ON  THE  SPOT” 

Reeker  the  Rat,  tending  bar  in  his 
saloon,  received  a visit  from  a queer 
customer,  queerer  even  than  the 
human  wrecks,  littered  about,  sleep- 
ing off  their  poison  alcohol  jags.  The 
queer  customer,  after  some  low  con- 
versation at  the  corner  of  the  bar, 
slapped  a $1,000  bill,  a whole  grand, 
into  Reeker’s  hand,  and  received  in 
return  a package  of  dope. 

Hardly  had  this  evil  exchange  been 
completed  when  the  queer  customer 
whipped  an  automatic  from  his  pocket, 
covering  Reeker  the  Rat. 

“Up  with  your  hands!”  he  cried— 
and  fell,  stabbed  in  the  back  by  one 
of  the  loafers — Reeker’s  body  guard  in 
disguise. 

The  rival  gangsters,  Two-Gun  Butch 
and  his  men,  were  at  the  door,  ready 
to  avenge  the  death  of  their  comrade. 
The  shrill  screaming  of  Dutchy  Doris 
and  Cocaine  Kitty,  the  chief’s  molls, 
could  be  heard  above  the  terrible  din. 

Reeker  and  his  bodyguard  fled  up 
the  back  stairs  to  their  attic  strong- 
hold with  Two-Gun  Butch  and  his 
bloodthirsty  mob  in  close  pursuit.  As 
they  came  leaping  up  the  stairs  the 
rat-tat-tat  of  an  ambushed  machine 
gun  rang  out. 

“You’re  croaked!  I put  you  on  the 
spot!”  cried  Reeker  the  Rat. 

“Aw,  like  fun  you  did!  You  haven't 
got  any  place  for  a machine  gun 
there.” 

“Aw,  like  fun  I haven’t,  you  cheap 
burglar.” 

Doris  Dutchy  continued  to  scream 
without  any  apparent  pause  for  breath. 

“Children!  Children!”  came  an 
irritated  voice  from  below.  “For 
heaven's  sake  don’t  make  so  much 
noise!  What  on  earth  are  you  play- 
playing,  anyway?  Knights  of  King 
Arthur?” 

Farmer  (to  druggist):  Now,  be  sure 
and  write  them  on  bottles  which  is  for 
my  wife  and  which  is  fer  that  Jersey 
cow.  I don't  want  nothin’  to  happen 
to  that  cow. 
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tom,  awards  “Palms”  and  hands  Mr.  Chaplin  a special 
one  for  his  work  in  this  picture,  and  when,  with  the  pre- 
cision of  grammar  school  boys  reciting  the  A-B-C’s,  the 
Critical  Circle,  in  chorus  burbles  praise  for  this  picture, 
there’s  something  wrong  with  the  “critics.”  Obviously 
our  “modern  movie”  has  made  our  friends  want  their 
entertainment  sugar-coated  so  it  will  slip  down  un- 
noticed. It  has  made  them  think  the  simpler  dramatic 
themes  of  romance  and  adventure  are  the  only  themes, 
and  they  forget  that  there's  an  art  to  low  comedy  and  non- 
sense, just  as  there  is  an  art  to  tragedy.  They  cannot 
recognize  excellent  satire,  such  as  that  provided  by  the 
uncontrollable  feeding  machine,  nor  real  natural  acting, 
such  as  that  of  Miss  Goddard.  We  wonder  if  it  is  the  fault 
of  lacking  critical  judgment.  Possibly,  though,  the  “in- 
telligentsia” were  bored  by  their  own  ignorance  of  what 
was  happening. 


■ ■ DRAMATIC  POESIES  ...  A sentimental  little 
chap,  we’d  like  to  step  down  from  our  didactic  rostrum, 
like  a President  at  Graduation,  and  reward  all  the  boys 
and  girls  who  have  been  “extra  good”  with  a trophy  for 
rememberance  sake,  a “Dramatic  Poesey".  For  those 
outstanding  in  any  field  of  histrionics  during  the  passing 
school  year,  we  present  “Dramatic  Poesies”  on  ivory- 
finished  paper: 

Ray  Leighty,  for  building  stage  sets  for  the  majority  of 
Maryland  shows. 

Flo  Small,  for  being  so  gruff  in  Oliver  Oliver  and  so  funny 
in  Sweethearts . 

Sacks  & Leishear,  for  performances  in  Journey's  End. 
John  Edwards,  for  a fine  job  in  Sweethearts . 

Bill  Johnson,  for  “I  Feel  A Song  Coming  On”  in  Cotton 
Pickers  Minstrel. 

Ed  Stimpson,  for  a “brain  fermenting  Slingsby”  in 
Sweethearts. 

Ruth  Lowry,  for  singing  and  acting  in  Sweethearts. 
Christine  Kempton,  for  her  publicity  work  and  perform- 
ance as  the  Hag  in  Modern  Language  Night. 

Deborah  Billig,  for  the  mother  in  Oliver  Oliver. 

Joel  Hi  jtton,  for  Lt.  Osborne  in  Journey's  End  and 
services  as  Electrician. 

Coed  Trio,  for  its  harmonious  “blues’’  numbers. 

Bud  Bryant,  for  “ Kathleen”  in  Cotton  Pickers  Minstrel. 
Fred  Haskin,  for  his  numerous  performances  and  for 
leading  the  Footlight  Club. 

Unknown,  the  gent  with  the  eyebrows  during  “Valencia  ” 
in  Modern  Language  Night. 

Milly  Chapin,  for  performance  in  The  Tavern. 


M AGO- VI  ST  A 


on  the  Magothy 


Famous  for  its  bathing  facilities,  spacious  playgrounds, 
clean  wholesome  environment,  cool  and  large  beautiful 
Dance  Cotillion  built  over  water,  known  as  the  MARINE 
PIER  where  BILLY  ANTRIM  and  his  Columbia  Broad- 
casting Orchestra  will  entertain  every  Saturday,  be- 
ginning June  13th,  9 to  12.30. 

Trail:  Through  Annapolis  on  Baltimore  Blvd.  7 miles 
to  Jones  Station  Turn  left  and  follow  signs. 


A BANK  Book  is  the  second  most 
valuable  book  in  the  world.  Have 
you  one  in  your  home? 

Prince  Georges  Bank  & Trust  Co- 

Hyattsville,  Md.  Mt.  Ranier,  Md. 

T.  HOWARD  DUCKETT,  President 


HUNTERS  SERVICE  STATION 


opposite  Lord  Calvert  Inn 

EDDY  MERRITT 

24-Hour  Service 


Washing 


Greasing 
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The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 

The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


SAVE  YOURSELF  “THUMBAGE”! 

Especially  in  the  Spring  “thumbage”  loses  valuable 
time  for  you!  Buy  your  Summer  Clothes  the 
new — the  modern — the  remote  control  way, — at 
Hutzler’s — and  save  “thumbage”! 

Send  us  your  list  and  the  wherewithal, — and  we’ll 
do  the  rest!  Or — visit  our  store’s  special  Spring 
shops! 

HUTZIER  BROTHERS  € 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 
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= costumes  to  order  costumes  shipped  everywhere  H 

TELEPHONE  VERNON  3473 

1 A.  T.  JONES  & SONS  | 

Since  1868 

1 COSTUMES  1 

Mask  Balls  ....  Dress  Suits 
Theatricals Operas 

| 823  N.  Howard  Street  Baltimore,  Md.  I 

ilium hi ilium mi I 
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{Continued from  page  16) 

that  it's  anonymous,  or  is  so  anonymous  that  it’s  good, 
we  didn’t  quite  catch  which.  It’s  pre-convention  laughs 
about  post-convention  maybe’s.  The  men  are  convicted 
by  their  own  words,  no  less. 

For  that  pre-final  lassitude  we  recommend  Wake  U p 
and  Live  by  Dorothea  Brande.  It’s  one  of  those  inspira- 
tional books  with  the  reputation  of  having  stimulated 
any  number  of  persons  into  doing  the  things  they  have 
been  thinking  about  for  the  last  two  years.  We  read 
parts  of  it,  but  it  didn’t  help  us  any  on  the  deadline. 


My  writin's  got  me  in  a jam 
My  profs  don't  know  how  smart  I am 
I'll  remedy  this  condition  deplorable 
I'll  buy  an  Underwood  Champion  Portable. 

Smart  student — will  get  more  work 
done  neater,  faster  and  have  more 
time  for  fun. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 
Company 

Room  228  Homer  Bldg.,  13th  and  F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Sales  and  Service  Everywhere 


^>tanbarb 

€ngratring 

Company 

0 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 

0 

Printcraft  Building 
930  H Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


THE  NEW  LINE 

{Continued  from  page  3) 

gave  us  quite  a start  the  other  night 
when  we  saw  a local  boy  and  girl  play- 
ing chess  in  a booth.  We  wonder  who 
got  the  check. 

• Concoction 

To  those  who  may,  at  one  time  or 
another,  have  tended  to  deprecate 
the  value  of  a college  education,  we 
offer  the  following  story.  It  concerns 
a group  of  campus  leading  lights  who 
were  whooping  it  up  and  down  at  a 
campus  soda  shop  the  other  night. 
The  proprietor  had  allowed  them  the 
run  of  the  establishment,  and  they 
had  decided  to  see  who  could  devise, 
and  eat,  the  most  outlandish  and  un- 
palatable mixture.  First  prize,  and 
we  mention  this  with  pardonable  pride, 
went  to  the  editor  of  the  Old  Line, 
who  mixed,  and  then  devoured,  a 
tuna  fish  salad,  covered  with  chocolate 
sauce  and  strawberries. 


Our  Success  Is  Tlie 
Success  Of  Our 
Aflvertisers 


A.  T.  Jones  & Sons.  20 

Camel  Cigarettes  Second  Cover 

Chas.  G.  Burton  & Sons  19 

Chesterfield  Cigarettes  Back  Cover 

College  Bar-B-Q  20 

Edgeworth  Tobacco  17 

Horn-Shafer  Co.  . . 20 

Hunters  Service  Station  19 

Hutzlers.  20 

MagO' Vista  19 

Prince  Albert  Tobacco  II 

Prince  Georges  Bank  &■  Trust  Co.  19 

Standard  Engraving  Co  Third  Cover 

Underwood,  Elliott  Fisher  20 

“I  saw  it  in  the  OLD  LINE 


Don’t  Lose 
A Good  Habit! 


There’s  a story  of  the  farmer 
who  left  his  home  town  and 
ventured  into  the  big  city. 
Slickers,  confusing  him,  sold 
him  a “gold  brick”  of  brass. 

There’s  a moral  to  the  story, 
too:  Stick  to  what  you  know  is 
good.  Don’t  lose  the  habit. 
Keep  EDGEWORTH,  JR.  as 
yo#rpipeandcigarettetobacco. 


Winner  in  Letter  Contest 

Frederic  J.  Haskin,  Jr. 


Edgeworth  Jr.  Locally  on  Sale: 
College  Bar-B-Q 
E.  T.  Harrison  Co. 
Varsity  Grill 
College  Pharmacy 


Chesterfields  mildness  and  better  taste 
give  smokers  a lot  of  pleasure 


...a  match 

can  tett  you  a tot 
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